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PREFACE. 
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Since this work was written, there have 
appeared, and with great success, most ftdly 
deserved, the stories of Mary Barton^ and of 
Alton Locke; the Letters on Labour^ by 
Mr. Henry Mayhew, and Mary Howitt*s trans- 
lation of Lamartine's Genevieve. 

All these books are substantially founded on 
the same subjects, or have the same tendency — 
the bodily and mental condition, the social and 
political position and progress of the working 
classes. Yet not one of these books bears 
resemblance in design or execution to the 
others. They are all of one family, but with 
no more than a family likeness. The subjects 
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are often identical, and so is the political feeling 
and opinion about them, yet the point of view 
from which they are seen and described — the 
general treatment and style are all so different, 
that it becomes evident that each work has 
been written from direct knowledge, observa- 
tion, reflection, and original impulse. 

But there is one important feature in which 
The Dreamer and the Worker differs from 
the rest of its family. It never fails, on all fair 
opportunities, to claim for the literary man, 
and public teacher, a due recognition of his 
order. The working classes are not everything ; 
the thinker must precede the doer — or the latter 
may waste his strength, and do mischief besides. 
The working man must be educated ; a limited 
number may educate themselves, but the great 
mass need every help that the best, i. e. the 
most sympathizing and highly-informed in- 
stmctors can give them. 

Here, then, while I fairly "warn off" all 
mere novel readers, and devotees of light read- 
ing from the following pages, let me at the 
san\e time prevent, among the more earnest, 
any misinterpretation of the title of this book. 



PREFACE. V 

I wished to convey a breadth of purpose in 
adopting this title, synonymous with the Idealist 
and the Realist, the Poet and the Mechanic, 
Theory and Practice, Thought and Action, &c., 
and I only adopted the present as preferable to 
any of those others, though the meaning is 
nearly the same. Let no one, therefore, expect 
any violent antithetical contrasts of character 
fi'om the Dreamer and the Worker; any setting 
up of our practical friends, the energetic and 
industrious artizans, by knocking down all ab* 
stract thinkers; any repetition of the vulgar- 
minded crusade against the poet or the specu- 
lative philosopher, by calling him a visionary 
and a dreamer. What things he sees and fore- 
sees, what practicable structures for the future, 
he may dream — that is the grand question for 
large-minded men, and all who wish to be just 
to the world's benefactors. Bearing this mean- 
ing in mind, as " the child is father of the 
man," and thought the father of action, the 
epithet of the Dreamef is with me, more or 
less, according to his views, a term of honour ; 
for if he dream to good purpose, he also is in 
hat sense a working man who knows what he 
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is about; and though his daily labours may 
display no fruit, his years, perhaps, seeming 
improductive, yet his death-bed may still receive 
consoling glimpses of a noble future, and his 
efforts for humanity come to practical maturity 
in an age ripe to enjoy them. 

So much for one of my heroes. For the 
other — and the class to which he belongs — 
that I have had ample means of practical obser- 
vation among sailors and shipwrights, brick- 
makers and builders, miners and mechanics, iron- 
works and farm-lands — and not in vain — I 
trust will be sufficiently apparent in the follow- 
ing pages. 

There is an age of action in the world ; 
An age of thought ; lastly, an age of hoth. 
When thought guides action, aad men know 

themselves. 
What they would have, and how to compass it. 

The obvious, yet seldom recognised fact, that 
all this moving world is made up, equally, of 
dreams and substances — ^visions and realities — 
is precisely what I have long since endeavoured 
to display in the poem of Orion. However 
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different in its form, its characters, imagery, and 
details, the elementary principles of this great 
fact of human nature are the same as those in 
The Dreamer and the Worker. 

** Hunter of Shadows, thou thyself a Shade," 
Be comforted in this, — that suhstance holds 
No higher attributes ; one sovran law 
Alike develops both, and each shall hunt 
Its proper object, each in turn commanding 
The primal impulse, till gaunt Time become 
A shadow cast on space, to fluctuate, — 
Waiting the breath of the Creative Power 
To give new types for substance yet unknown : 
So from faint nebulae bright worlds are bom ; 
So worlds return to vapour. Dreams design 
Most soUd lasting things ; and from the eye 
That searches life, death evermore retreats. 

Orion, Book I. c. i. 

The characters introduced in these volumes, 
though not such as are often found in 
modem novels and tales, are peculiarly 
EngUsh; and, excepting that they are moved 
after a certain dramatic method, may be seen 
by anybody, any day, in their respective local- 
ities. To speak in general terms, the present 
work is by no means founded upon imagination 
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and invention, but upon experience and actual 
observation. 

It should be added, that my friend Mr. 
Douglas Jerrold, (one of the very earliest, among 
living men of literature, who boldly and publicly 
advocated the cause of the working classes,) 
ha^dng requested me, some time since, to 
write a story for his Magazine, I proposed to 
him The Dreamer and the Worker ; the design 
of which, and in a great measure the con- 
struction, I fiilly explained before a line w^as 
written. It met with his immediate sympathy 
and approval, and appeared in the succes- 
sive numbers of the above Journal, though in 
a much less complete state than at present. 
Various stirring public events have subsequently 
occurred, which have formed the basis of con- 
siderable interpolations; and several chapters, 
which the conditions of limited space compelled 
me to omit, have now been incorporated as 
originally constructed. 

xi» xi. ri« 
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CHAPTER I. 

WRECK OF THE STEAM- PACKET ' ENDEAYOUB/ OFF THE 

COAST OF WALES FORTY LIVES LOST — THE RAFT 

ESCAPE OF THE REST OF THE PASSENGERS AND CREW. 

" Go below ! down in the cabin ! not I !" 
exclaimed a sturdy passenger, grasping the star- 
board bulwark with both hands, while the vessel, 
having every prospect of shipwreck on a lee- 
shore, rolled and tossed amidst the surges. 
" Go below ! What ? among all the screaming 
children and ghost-faced women, fainting or 
felling on their knees to pray — ^not I, indeed ! 

VOL. I. B 
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I won't do it ; and it's of no use to Why ! 

well ! If you are the captain of the packet, you 
are not my captain, and I won't stir from this 
place !" 

A violent cross-wave at this moment burst 
against the starboard quarter of the steamer, 
beating in a part of the bulwark— and, slanting 
off in a long dense column, it then smashed down 
and fairly carried away before it the whole of 
the paddle-box and wheel, on that side. The 
passenger who had just spoken, together with 
the captain and several others, were all driven 
along the deck, close to the larboard gangway ; 
but amidst the howling of the wind, and the 
voices of the captain and mates, and the cries of 
alarm from all sides, this one passenger's ejacu* 
lations, every now and then, broke through the 
dissonance around. 

" Go below all of us, do you say ? — ^below in 
the crowded cabin, to be drowned in the dark, 
like so many blind groping things, struggling 
and maundering one over the other ! Oh, it's of 
no use swearing — ^landsman or not, no matter 
for that, here I stand ! I'm not in your way — 
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here I stand! Will you, though? Let the 
sea wash me overboard ! I'm not in your way — 
I say I won't go below, and it's all no use ! " 

Here the vessel struck against some rocks ; 
and the remaining paddle-wheel on the lee side, 
by the concussion, was broken clean off, and the 
next instant it was seen tossing away upon the 
boiling surface of the sea, like some child's 
plaything. 

" Force us all below, will you ? Not while 
I have a limb left. Let the sea wash us over- 
board ! better so, than be drowned groping and 
struggling about like bhnd whelps and kittens in 
a water-butt ! I choose to stay on the deck at 
all risks — to look my fate in the face, and meet 
it like a man. I choose to have my chance — 
my fair chance of escape somehow. Below there 
is no chance. The sea ! Let the sea wash us 
overboard, and be " 

The voice of the speaker was abruptly buried 
in the clattering fall of a mass of rigging and a 
broken topsail-yard from aloft, which knocked 
him flat upon the deck, together with several 
others who were standing near, all of whom were 

B 2 
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completely overlaid by the heavy tangled mass ; 
and a huge wave at the same time leaping up, 
like some great white-headed monster, upon the 
deck, the entire heap was covered over by a white 
running sheet of foam, and swept off» like the 
merest rubbish, into the sea. 

This dreadful spectacle so alarmed all the 
other passengers who had remained upon the 
deck, instigated by the example and ejaculations 
of the man who had just vanished from their 
sight, that they now obeyed the orders of the 
first mate, and staggering and stumbling wildly 
across the deck, went huddling down below. 
It was evening. The lights in the dusky cabin 
flickered and flared with the fitful roll of the 
vessel, and often went out. The howling of the 
wind and the dashing of the sea were by this 
time terrific. 

And below in the cabin — ^what a scene was 
there ! The hatches were closed above, and 
battened down. The passengers heard this; 
and the horrors of their position instantly rushed 
with tenfold force upon their minds. They 
saw they had done wrong to come down into 
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a dungeon to be strangled by the sea, or 
suffocated for want of air. Boom ! came the 
sea up against the reeling sides of the vessel ! 
What a shriek burst from all below! How 
can any words describe the frantic dismay — 
the mute agony — the varied forms of pas- 
sion, or prostration of mind and body — ^the 
dreadful and overwhelming confusion ! Men 
and women hurrying backwards and forwards 
and across, like frisrhtened animals in a ca£:e, 
hither a.d mj^tt^, purpose, addng to- 
ried questions which they themselves do not 
understand, and not seeming to hear their own 
voices ; others standing with a fixed stare and 
open mouths ; and some sitting with bloodless 
cheeks and chattering teeth, and their knees 
jerking up and down with the same rapidity. 
Here, several men very busy in getting together 
their valuables, which they cannot disentangle, 
or which they drop about and rush away from ; 
there, a man trying to secrete something under 
a table — something to save himself with — here, 
a group of women on their knees, praying aloud 
—others feinting, or in fits, or uttering, every 
now and then, shrieks of terror at each blow of 
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a bursting wave against the vessel's side, and at 
each concussion upon the rocks beneath — ^with 
the constant cry of " Oh, God, save me ! — Oh, 
God, have mercy upon me 1" At this horrid 
moment, the prayer was made by the utterer for 
himself only. The sole exceptions were a wo- 
man and her husband, who cried " Oh, God, 
save us !" and a mother — ^with her children 
clinging madly roimd her — ^who constantly cried 
" Oh, God, save my poor children I" This 
scene lasted a full hour. 

The vessel now rose upon a huge billow, as if 
ascending a steep hiU, and was then pitched 
forward upon a rock : her bows were stove in, 
and the sea instantly filled the fore-cabin* The 
vessel, however, had a thick bulk-head of oak 
between the fore-cabin and the engine-room, so 
that she did not fill a' midships ; but the pas- 
sengers in the after-cabin, hearing the cry of 
horror that accompanied the crash, fully believed 
the vessel was going down instantly. A general 
rush was made to the ladder. Nobody could 
ascend — the hatches had been securely battened 
down. They struggled, and cried, and beat 
about in vain. All lights were extinguished in 
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the disorder, and the scene below was one human 
chaos of horror and hopeless violence, amidst a 
darkness which lent all its aid to their already 
frantic imaginations. But presently several of the 
scuttles and cabin-windows were broken and 
burst through, and the sea, like so many serpents 
from various quarters, came gurgling and curling, 
and hissing in. Some of the passengers, believing 
the last moment had arrived, fell down insen- 
sible ; and the others ran in a wild herd over 
them. At this hideous crisis, one man, either 
stronger than any of the rest, or possessing the 
superior power of a definite purpose, in addition 
to his strength, grasping also some iron instru- 
ment in his hand, made his way with wedge-like 
force through the dense crowd on the ladder, and 
with redoubling blows, each heavier than 4;he 
last, smashed all the wood-work above, and let 
the passengers out upon the deck. He stopped 
to assist several of them up, and to clear the 
passage for the others, and then hurried away to 
another part of the deck, evidently with some 
design in his mind. 

The first emotion of the passengers, on emerg- 
ing from their horrible condition below, was that 
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of a gasping sense of recovered freedom and life, 
and their first impulse was to rush forward some- 
where to escape somehow. But the next mo- 
ment, a change, almost as terrible as the scene 
they had left, took possession of their faculties. 
Above, in the sky, a discoloured smoky heap of 
driving clouds showed intervals of a dear and 
lurid light through the scudding rack ; and now 
and then they caught a glimpse of the jagged 
moon, magnified and deformed by their alarmed 
Imaginations into some high-dancing and devilish 
meteor ; — ^the wind howling and rioting through 
and through the rocking masts, and the sea on 
the windward side, springing up in great spires 
of white and glittering foam, the points rising 
at the starboard quarter, and running rapidly 
along the vessel's edge, getting higher and 
higher, till bending a fierce dragon-like neck, 
they precipitated themselves across the fore- 
castle, and plimged again into the sea on the 
other side. The dismayed passengers ran about 
wildly, sometimes coming in violent collision 
with the sailors, or with each other, falling 
upon the deck, and others stumbling over them, 
till presently some became breathless and still. 
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and others clung, moaning with horror, to what- 
ever was nearest to them. 

The vessel had been carried over the first 
ledge of rocks, and was nearing the shore. She 
had parted all her anchors. All heavy mer- 
chandize and packages had been thrown over- 
board. A cry was now raised of " The boats ! 
the boats !" It was foimd that the sailors had 
been getting out, and were lowering the boats. 
Everybody rushed to the side. 

The first boat that was lowered reached the 
water head-foremost, through hasty mismanage- 
ment — ^filled, and instantly sank. The next 
boat was capsized in the confusion that pre- 
vailed — several passengers jumping overboard, 
in a state of blind excitement, while the boat 
was sinking, in their terror of being left behind. 
The boat, now lowered, which was the barge, 
and very broad in the beam, and strong, reached 
the water in safety, and was rapidly filled by a 
crowd, so that not another individual could pos- 
sibly be admitted ; but before they had succeeded 
in pushing her off, and while the over-crowded 
boat was tossing high up the vessel's side, almost 
to a level with the deck, and then descending as 
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if to reach her keel, the foremast of the steamer 
snapped close off, and went crashing over the 
side. Instantly eight or ten more people leaped 
into the hoat, upon the heads of the crowd, and 
as instantly the whole of them went down, before 
a single one had time to extricate himself from 
the densely-packed throng. It was the last boat 
they had ! 

And now all of those on the high-pitching 
deck of the doomed vessel gave themselves up 
for lost. Some uttered screams ; others groaned, 
and wrung their hands ; some prayed aloud on 
their knees : some rushed to and fro, with loud, 
incoherent ejaculations, or gabbling to themselves 
like idiots ; — ^but the predominating, and most 
shocking characteristic, was a selfishness, which, 
from its utterly undisguised excess and brutality, 
was often frightful to behold, and took the form 
of ferocity rather than mere self-preservation. It 
was as frightful in itself as the thing it feared. 
Two men happened to seize the same spar, and 
began to lash themselves to it, and, after a few 
conftising tangles of their ropes, they seized upon 
each other, and struggled savagely, though there 
were plenty of other spars dose at hand ; others 
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thrust themselves into positions of apparent 
advantage, forcing somebody else out, perhaps 
to immediate destruction. Even women were 
not exempt from this treatment ; while reckless 
and bewildered men went trampling over the 
bodies of fallen parents with their children, 
totally disregarding them, as though they were 
heaps of rope-yam or refuse. Several passengers 
had two, and even three life-belts imder their 
great coats and cloaks, (one of these life-belts 
being enough to support anybody of ordinary 
weight), and other passengers were running 
wildly about, offering all they had in the world 
for such a thing — ^but in vain. 

But let us be just to human nature. These 
dreadful circumstances, at the crisis, are imfair 
trials of humanity. The great masses of man- 
kind, or average of hxmian character, are not 
capable, either by their original nature or intellec- 
tual and moral habits, of sustaining themselves 
in such scenes as these. Nevertheless, there 
will almost always be found some exceptions. 
How grandly does a man, who retains his hu- 
manity amidst the general loss of it, stand out 
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from all the rest ! — how nobly, how divinely, do 
women often appear, even in their passive, self- 
possessed resignation and feeling for others ! Nor 
were such examples wanting upon the present 
occasion. The very passenger, who had been 
in violent altercation with the captain as to going 
below, just before they were washed overboard, 
was observed, whfle they were drifting away upon 
the sea, to help the captain upon the broken 
main-topsail yard, to which they both clung till 
out of sight ; — a sailor, who was the most expert 
in lowering the barge into the water, was the 
very last man who fairly got into it ; and a poor 
Irish emigrant, returning home from Canada, 
had been continuafly assisting somebody, though 
excessively frightened himself, and frequently 
ejaculating " Och ! some good saint come down 
and help us, for the honour of God ;" but when 
anybody near him wanted assistance, he instantly 
forgot his own alarm. 

Besides these passing instances, however, 
there were others of yet more marked cha^ 
racter. 

On the centre of the deck, in front of the 
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compass box, stood a man, with a cheek ashy 
pale, but an erect attitude and a steady eye. He 
bent his gaze alternately upon the hideous tumult 
aroxmd him on the deck of the vessel, — upon 
the raging sea, — and upon the equally turbulent 
commotion in the sky above. His look, how- 
ever, was not very observing, nor speculative as 
to results, nor hopeful, nor resigned to his fate. 
It was rather the look of one who, not seeing 
any present means of escape, was waiting with a 
certain stoical fortitude for what might happen ; 
and, to judge by his frequent gaze over the sea, 
his fortitude was attended, if not assisted, by a 
degree of abstraction, apparently the result of an 
habitual high tone of thought. By his side, with 
one hand held in his, stood a lady of some two 
or three and twenty years of age, whose unruffled 
appearance, both in her behaviour and her attire, 
in comparison with that of all the other women 
present, betokened a very considerable degree of 
self-possession. Her chief solicitude seemed to 
be devoted to a doubled-up figure, who sat on 
the deck at her feet, with his head enveloped in 
her shawl, and who remained — ^whether from age 
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and infirmity of body, or weakness of mind — 
quite motionless. 

"Archer," said the lady, in an under-tone, 
addressing him who held her hand. He did 
not hear her. 

" Those flaws in the sky," murmured he to 
himself, " do not vouchsafe to us one faint 
gleam of the hope of escape. Will they give us 
a brief glance into regions of the world to come ? 
No, no; we must stare down into the black 
abysses of the sea, which show us the actual 
maw of death ; — and all our long account of a 
short life has to be woimd up in a moment, and 
in the dark ! Great God ! why should the Here 
and Hereafter so confound us? Why were 
we not given minds too mean to comprehend 
this dreadful pinnacle of time, — or else large 
enough to take our two lives into our own 
steady vision?" 

" Archer !" repeated the lady. He bent his 
head close to her face. " Do you think my 
father could be got down into a boat, should one 
come to our rescue ?" 

" I think not, ujiless I could carry him down 
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the ship's side, the safety of which to both of us 
would be very doubtful." 

" I shall not leave him." 

" Of course not." 

" But if you can save yoiu^elf you must not 
remain with us." 

" I shall remain." 

"Dear Archer, to what purpose? If you 
can save yourself by any means, pray leave us 
this instant." 

Archer pressed her hand. " I shall remain 
withyou,"saidhe. 

His eye was again bent over the sea, with a 
painful, yet half-abstracted gaze. From this he 
was presently startled by the violent faU of two 
men and a child close at his feet, the men being 
engaged in a deadly conflict. The cause ap- 
peared to be, that one of them had a life-preserver 
belt, which he had fastened round the body of 
his little girl, and was in the act of attaching 
himself to the child by a piece of rope, when 
another man rushed upon them, and tore the 
life-preserver away from the child. This ruflnlan 
being much the stronger of the two, had now 
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got both father and child beneath him upon the 
deck, the former of whom he had grasped so 
fiercely by the throat with both hands, that his 
face was already turning black, and his eyes 
starting fi'om the sockets. 

" Let go your hold !" exclaimed Archer, 
interposing — " Wretch ! let go your hold !" 
Saying which he dragged the uppermost man 
backwards by the collar of his coat ; but he had 
scarcely done this before two other men rushed 
upon the prostrate child and father, and seized 
the life-preserver as their prize. Archer quitted 
the first assailant, and sprang towards them ; — 
the first assailant rose, and also sprang upon 
them ; — the father rose, and sprang upon 
them. Each one had a hand upon the life-pre- 
server; and amidst the howling of the wind, 
the dashing over of fi-equent billows, the pitching 
and thumping of the vessel upon the rocks, and 
the screams of the child who was trodden under 
foot, the life-preserver was torn in pieces. 

The first assailant, with the largest fragment 
in his grasp, reeled backwards to the gangway, 
and fell headlong into the sea ; and one of the 
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other assailants, together with the father, both 
in a state of blind fury at the destruction of the 
thing that was to save their lives, seized upon 
Archer, and would instantly have torn him to 
pieces, if they had but possessed daws and fangs, 
— so like wild beasts was their assault upon him. 
But a blow upon the head of each from some 
one standing above the struggling group, laid 
the two wild beasts at their length upon the 
deck. It was the man who had broken his way 
out from the cabin, and liberated the passengers 
some time since. He was a strong, finely-formed 
man, of the middle height, and about eight-and- 
twenty years of age. His only clothes were a 
pair of pilot-cloth trousers, tightly bound round 
his loins with a black silk handkerchief, and a 
Guernsey frock, fitting close to his body and 
arms. In his hand he held a stout marlin- 
spike. 

" Thank you !" exclaimed the lady, looking 
gratefiiUy towards the man, as Archer rose from 
the deck, apparently little injured by the wild 
scuffle. Archer nodded his head expressively 
towards him in recognition of the service. The 
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man looked alternately from the lady to Archer, 
and from Archer to the lady, and then at the 
muffled-up figure sitting upon the deck at her 
feet. " I think," said he, " I can manage to 
take you all into my party, and get you ashore 
somehow." 

" What party !" said Archer hastily, " and 
how ashore ? The boats are all lost !" 

The man paused a second or two, and then 
said, in rather an under tone, " I have been 
making a raft — a good strong one, considering 
the time and other things. I meant it to carry 
ten or eleven, and I have picked out the best 
for it — men who behave like men, and not like 
sheep, nor wild beasts. And those ten are now 
sitting on the raft to guard it, while I came 
aft to see if I could find another or two, in 
which case I shall add another spar or plank — 
and then launch her. Come this way — shall I 
carry the old man ?" So saying he approached 
the recumbent figure, and stooped over him with 
extended arms, to lift him up. 

" Stop !" said Archer, " we are most gratefiil 
to you for this offer of help ; but as your raft 
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is made of pieces of timber fastened together, 
which may burst asunder, so is this vessel made 
of still more pieces of timber bound together far 
more strongly, and is therefore the safest thing 
of the two — at present." 

" That is true," said the man, " but with 
such a sea and wind as this, and the vessel 
pitching and grinding upon the rocks, as she 
has been doing this hour, she may go to pieces 
suddenly, or with too little warning to give us 
time to launch the raft." 

" Then launch your raft and make it fast by 
ropes to the vessel, so that we may take to it at 
a minute's notice." 

The man smiled gravely. " It would be 
dashed to pieces against the vessel, or torn 
asunder by the sea, even if the ropes would 
hold it. No — when the raft's once launched, 
away she must go to leeward with aU upon 
her." 

" But surely," exclaimed Archer energetically, 
" ten or twelve good men, acting upon excite- 
ment, could launch half an acre of raft, if 
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previously placed in the most favourable position 
at a ship's side !" 

" Well — ^perhaps you're right ! Come for'ard 
with me." He stooped, and catching up the 
old man in his arms, hurried along the heaving 
deck, drily muttering, " My raft is certainly not 
half an acre." 

A few fathoms abaft the stump of the broken 
foremast, sat a group of detached figures, look- 
ing like old bimdles of clothes, in the dismal, 
stormy darkness. Silent, immovable, their 
heads hunched up in jackets and cloaks, each 
one clung fest to his place en the raft, at once 
its occupant and its guard, riding up and down, 
as the deck rose and fell, and receiving every 
now and then the shock of a bursting wave 
rushing athwart the vessel. A piece of rope- 
lashing was wound roimd the left arm of each 
of them. Three of these dusky figures appeared 
to be women, and the rest were not all sailors. 
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CHAPTER 11. 

ESCAPB ON THE RAFT ^WELSB HOSPITALITY— THE TWO 

SISTERS A HOT BREAKFAST AFTER SHIPWRECK 

WALK TO A FARM TALK BY THE WAY. 

To those who retain their self-possession 
after a protracted period of personal peril, 
however great, in which the final blow of fate 
is continually threatened, yet not struck, there 
comes at last a sort of carelessness, or callous 
incredulity of the imagination, and a general 
hardening of the mind, — ^in fact, a fortitude 
which is very much the result of exhausted and 
deadened sensibility. All those who had taken 
up their post on the raft, remained there 
tiiroughout this most dreadftd night without 
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much demonstration of apprehension or emotion. 
The wind howled, and the vessel pitched and 
tossed, and every now and then grated or 
thimiped upon the rocks ; but it had been doing 
this for hours, and had not yet gone to pieces ; 
it might not therefore go to pieces for some 
hours more. All the fore-cabin was fiill of 
water, and the engine-room was half fiill ; when 
it was quite full she would go down, but 
probably not before. The sea frequently dashed 
right over them ; still, none of them had been 
washed overboard as yet, and of course they 
must continue to be watchful and hold fast. A 
great many lives had already been lost ; they, 
on the raft, could not help that. As for the 
remainder of the passengers in the afterpart of 
the vessel, fainting or dying, or rushing wildly 
about the deck, or clambering up the rigging, 
or uttering cries of. horror and despair, — they, 
on the raft, could not help it. They hoped they 
might be able to help themselves when the mo- 
ment came, but who could say. What they felt 
most, was the wet and cold; ahnost the sole object 
of their thoughts was daybreak, and hopes of some 
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abatement in the storm, so that they might 
kunch their raft and get ashore somewhere. 
Several of them dozed as they sat, and one 
man fell across a beam, and snored in a dead 
exhausted sleep. The wind had shifted, but 
only to blow with almost equal strength from 
another quarter. 

While all the party belonging to the raft 
were thus maintaining their position, the man 
who had brought Archer and his friends there, 
was standing at a little distance, earnestly 
examining the appearance of the scudding 
clouds. He presently returned, "You were 
right," said he, addressing Archer, " to advise 
us to wait before we launched the raft. I think 
the storm will abate as the morning comes on." 

" I told you it would, Harding," murmured 
the hoarse voice of an old sailor who sat doubled 
up on the raft. 

" In that case," said Archer, " some boats 
will probably be able to put off from the shore 
to us ?" 

Harding shook his head. " I don't think we 
can wait for that chance ; the sea will not go 



24 THE DREAMER 

down with the wmd. There will be a tremen- 
dous swell for some time after. This vessel will 
go to pieces before twelve o'clock — perhaps 
sooner." 

With the close of this brief colloquy all the 
party on the raft relapsed into their state of 
dogged endurance and comparative apathy to 
their situation. Their heads were again tucked 
down under their collars, and they took a fresh 
hold of the spars on which they sat. Those who 
had previously dozed, dozed again. 

" This is a dreadftd scene, Mary,'* said Archer 
in an undertone, to the lady at his side. " Do 
you feel very much exhausted ?" 

" Yes," replied she, in a faint but perfectly 
steady voice, — " I do; but it is of no use to think 
of that. We have much more to go through, 
I wish my father was not with us. He has not 
spoken this half-hour. His pulse is very low — I 
am holding his hands in mine." 

Their friend in the Guernsey frock, whose 
name appeared to be Harding, now drew from 
underneath two or three folds of tarpawlin, a large 
cape, and a thick dreadnought coat, with which 
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he closely enveloped both father and daughter, 
and then sflently took his place upon the raft. 
In this state they all remained till the dismal 
dawn of morning. 

The sun rose, it is true, but it seemed to creep 
up the gusty heavens like a dingy safiron ball, 
as if by the mere necessity of a physical law, 
rather than by those bright internal energies 
whereby that luminary habitually seems to exalt 
itself. Dull and oppressed with muddy driving 
vapours, it was frequently obscured altogether 
by the careering clouds. The wind gradually 
sank, and the bursting of the billows ceased ; the 
swell, however, of the sea was prodigious, so that 
fresh lashings were requisite to keep the raft from 
sliding heavily from side to side, with the roll of 
the wrecked vessel. She had been again lifted 
clear off the rocks, and was now reeling about, 
like a dying top, within a few himdred fathoms 
of the shore. 

The shore, notwithstanding the spray, was 
quite visible, and people were soon observed 
running down to the beach. There they stood, 
watching the wreck, but appeared not to know 
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what to do, or not to be able to render assistance. 
The number of the group continued to increase ; 
still they did nothing but look. Signals of dis- 
tress were repeated from all parts of the rigging 
on the two remaining masts. The people on the 
shore, however, did nothing but stand looking ! 
It was maddening to see them. Fresh lookers- 
on continually joined them — but there were no 
signs of putting off a boat. Perhaps they had 
no boat ? Perhaps there was no fishing station 
for miles distant, and no chance of a boat in time 
to save those upon the wreck ? 

The state of suspense soon became quite in- 
tolerable, and even the stoics upon the raft were 
unable to maintain their posts, but rose up and 
shouted wildly, and waved things in the air. At 
last those on the wreck descried a boat, which 
was hurried down the shelving beach by a group 
of men. The appearance was instantly greeted 
with one loud and screaming shout. The boat 
was speedily followed by a second, and both of 
them were safely launched, though not without 
great difficulty. As they approached the wreck, 
a general rush was made to the gangway, and to 
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the vessel's side. Every one struggled, and 
pushed, and fought for the foremost places — 
everybody felt that the first boat which arrived 
was the one for him — that, in fact, it was coming 
on purpose for him, and a few more. The 
consequence of this was, that while the first 
boat was riding up and down at the vessel's 
side, the men who had brought it were quite 
imable to give any assistance to those who 
came floimdering down; and several fell over- 
board between the boat and the ship, and were 
carried away by the roll of the sea. These 
accidents, however, did not at all quell the 
tumult, or prevent others fi-om leaping down in 
the same reckless manner. 

The first person who recovered himself 
amidst this scene of confiision, was Harding. 
Clapping his hands upon the shoulders of two 
men, who together with himself were pressing 
forward to the gangway with an eye to the 
second boat — " Shame upon all this !" shouted 
he, " back, boys, to our raft — the first boat will 
never do for us, and we could not make our way 
to the second without pushing some of these 
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people overboard. Back to the raft ! — collect the 
rest of our party — such as choose to come, while 
I go and cut away the lashings of the raft, and 
make ready to launch her." Away forward ran 
Harding; but what was his surprise to find 
Archer already there, and standing with very 
much the same air of forlorn philosophy which 
he had displayed at an early period of the night. 
The lady and her father were both seated at his 
feet. " I ran with the rest," said Archer, " and 
made my way into the crowd, but finding every- 
body mad, I retimied here as quickly as possi- 
ble, bringing my friends with me. I hope you 
will find enough to join us, so that we may laimch 
your raft and take our chance upon it in prefer- 
ence to the boats." 

" Yes, yes," said Harding, impatiently, while 
with his knife he was already at work in cutting 
the lashings that made fast the raft on the deck. 
He had not completed this operation before he 
was joined by three sailors ; and presently after- 
wards by the poor Irish emigrant, who had 
volunteered to escort two women, one of whom 
had a child in her arms. Lastly, there came 
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two more men, passengers, who had previously 
been of the party, and the whole of them, by 
dint of great efforts, raised, and launched the 
raft upon the heaving and rolling waves. The 
sailors all got down first ; and then, by the aid 
of Harding, who had lashed himself in the fore- 
chains, the women and passengers were helped 
down the side, with all the care and precision 
that could be given in such circumstances, and 
were deposited in different positions on the raft, 
so as to attain something like a balance of 
weights. The women and the old gentleman 
were all seated in the middle upon a heap of 
coats and jackets. 

Swooping up and down with the rise and fall 
of the huge waves, the raft swung upon the sea 
by a single rope beneath the leeward beam of 
the wreck — now dashing up at the beaten-in 
bows, now plunging down aslant beneath the 
beam — ^very much in the same desperate way 
that a shark, who has the hook in his jaws, dashes 
and plunges up and down from side to side 
when drawn close imder a ship, his fury and 
obduracy being somewhat aggravated by several 



30 THE DREAMER 

musket balls fired into his flat head. The rope 
was now cut by Harding, and away rode the 
broad raft upon the high rolling sea. It whirled 
roimd several times, and then took its course 
rapidly towards the shore. Once or twice it 
struck against rocks, and again whirled round, 
and several times the waves dashed over, but 
every one being lashed to a spar, no harm came 
of it. They were soon among the breakers, 
close in shore. And now, wave after wave 
burst over them — and the raft rose and pitched 
— and swung round — and voices were shouting 
amidst the spray. Harding and the sailors had 
leaped oflf into the sea, — and seven or eight men 
from the shore had rushed among the breakers 
to their aid, — and amidst the conftision of voices, 
and the foaming of the waves, the blinding sheets 
of spray, and the rushing up and down of the 
surge and the shingles, the raft was dragged 
several fathoms closer in shore, and all those upon 
it were then lifted oflF, and helped, hiuried, and, 
when need were, fairly dragged through the surf 
till safely landed upon the beach. At the same 
moment a third boat was being impelled down- 
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wards to the sea to give further aid to those who 
were still upon the wreck ; and amidst the noise 
and confusion of aU this, several of the raft party 
sank down upon their knees, and remained 
looking up to heaven with clasped hands, imable 
to articulate a word. They were then taken up 
to some fishermen's huts, about a stone's throw 
from the beach. 

Archer, with the lady and her father, the 
latter having been carried in the arms of 
Harding, entered one of these little dwellings, 
and a young person, very plainly attired, but 
with the manner and address of a lady, advanced 
to receive them. " I have heard of your 
distress since daybreak," said she, looking at 
Archer, and taking the lady at his side by the 
hand at the same time. — " My sister and I 
reside at a cottage, only a few fields distant ; I 
therefore hastened here, while my sister made 
such preparations as our Uttle home enables us 
to effect. Pray come at once. You are the 
first party who have reached the shore. The 
boats are stiU tossing about on their way. You 
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are all wet, and exhausted, so pray come with 



me. 



Archer briefly thanked the young lady, and 
Miss Walton (that being the lady's name, 
who with her father accompanied Archer), 
looked in her face with a grateful expression. 
The old gentleman had by this time emerged 
from his coverings of coats and shawls, and 
after staring about him a few seconds, declared 
in a faint voice that he was much better, now 
that the danger was all over, and he was sure 
he could walk with a little help. Archer 
accordingly took Mr. Walton under the arm on 
one side, and Harding supported him on the 
other ; and in this way the three slowly followed 
the hospitable young lady and Miss Walton. 

They turned down a little pathway at the 
back of the fishermen's huts, that led towards 
the foot of a high hill, behind which a range of 
brown heath-covered moimtains rose at no great 
distance, with still more lofty moimtains of a 
grey tone far beyond. It was now about ten 
o'clock in the morning, and the sun shone 
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brightly on all around. The wet and weary 
passengers from the wreck took no sort of 
notice of the scenery, but they felt its genial 
eflfects, if one might judge by the smile that 
passed over their faces. Archer looked up at 
the clouds ; Miss Walton gazed earnestly at the 
niountains with the light upon them ; Harding 
waved one hand in the air, as if in triumph at 
the good success of his raft, which had reached 
the beach saf^ and sooner than the boats ; and 
the old gentleman, after inquiring if it would be 
possible to have a bed warmed and then a cup 
of hot coffee, and being assured in the aflfirma- 
tive, ejaculated, " Blankets and breakfast — 
Heaven be praised !" in a tone so devout, yet so 
equally divided between the ethereal and the 
sublunary, that everybody laughed outright — in 
which he himself joined. 

" It is pretty plain, Sir," said Harding, eyeing 
Mr. Walton with the shrewd pleasantry of one 
who has just made a himiorous discovery, "that 
you have all along been more frightened than 
hurt." 
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" And a very preferable thing, too," answered 
the old gentleman, with a smile. 

"The same may be said, I think, of every 
one of us," remarked Miss Walton; "since 
nobody is hurt, and we have certainly been all, 
more or less, frightened." 

"Not without reason," observed Harding; 
"but I never saw women behave better than 
those who were on the raft. It is a double 
pleasure to save those who — " — he hesitated. 

" Those who sho^ifr a proper confidence in 
their pieservers," interposed Miss Walton. 

" Our friend was about to forestal gratitude 
by his compliments," said Archer, smiling. 
** The ruft was a capital idea, thoroughly worked 
out. " 

" But it would have been a mistake," added 
Harding, modestly, "if you had not prevented 
my launching it prematurely. I made the thing, 
but you foresaw the consequences." 

" Hot cofF — " began the murmuring voice of 
the now abnost fainting old gentleman; but 
fortimately they had made the turn roimd the 
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hill, and the cottage of the sisters was just 
before them. 

Entering at once, they found a bright fire, 
and a table spread for them with a hot break- 
fast. 

Oh, what a comfortable vision, the very 
romance of real life, is a blazing fire and a 
covered table, after long endurance of fatigue in 
the cold and rain ! Let nobody, however strong 
and hardy, venture to despise a delightfully 
warm room and an easy chair ; let nobody, 
however truly refined and ethereal, presume to 
undervalue eating and drinking ! Heroes of 
romance seldom eat, and still less do we 
hear of such carnal needs in the heroines; 
(it would be an outrage to poetic art) but 
the honest fact must always be admitted, 
that not only is there a most satisfactory 
delight in giving free scope to a prodigious 
appetite, and drying your wet clothes, after 
much exhaustion, excitement, and exposure to 
storms and dangers, but the very sight and 
anticipation of these domestic blessings has an 
exhilarating effect upon all the animal spirits, 
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and upon the soul itself of man, be that soul 
ever so lofty. In addition to aU this^ on the 
present occasion, there yfsa the rapturous sense 
of perfect safety and peace, and the vaguely 
happy prospects of their futm^ lives — ^lives that, 
but an hour or two ago, they had given up for 
lost. 

They all sat down to breakfast in a trice. 
There was very little conversation, it may be 
supposed, so far as the guests were concerned ; 
nor was the busy taciturnity at all interrupted 
by the sisters, both of whom moved quietly 
round the table, attending to their famished 
charge, with a frequent smile and an amused 
expression of face, during the whole time. At 
length, everybody was satisfied ; — Archer seemed 
disposed to commence a train of thought ; Miss 
Walton began to look very pensive, and over- 
come with weariness ; old Walton sank back in 
his chair, with his eyes turning up towards the 
ceiling; and Harding, striking one hand upon 
the table, not loudly, but with a sort of firm 
and quiet satisfaction at all things, ejaculated — 
" Thank God !" 
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The two sisters now led away Miss Walton 
and her father to their respective rooms, with 
exhortations that they should sleep till the 
afternoon ; and Archer and Harding departed 
on their way to a ferm-house behind the nert 
hill, where they were informed they would be 
Idndly received. There was not room for them 
at the cottage. The younger of the sisters, 
however, who had conducted them from the 
shore, followed them to the wicket-gate, and 
apologising to Archer for the smallness of their 
cottage, begged he and his companion would 
rejoin them in the evening at supper, if suffi- 
ciently rested from their fatigue. With this 
they took their leave. 

" What good people fliere are in the world !" 
observed Harding, as they walked slowly to- 
wards the foot of the hill they were to ascend. 
*' How much better people really are than one 
finds in books !" 

"The contrary opinion is more commonly 
hdd,*' repUed Archer, musing. 

" Very likely, Sir ; and I ought not to name 
sucha thing asabook, sofewaslhave read, boy 
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and man — only it has seemed to me, when I 
did read any history or story books, or rhymes 
and romances, that the writers only knew of 
those sort of characters who are too good for 
this life, or else so very bad as not to be fit to 
Uve." 

" There is much to be said on that question,'' 
said Archer, taking a fresh look at his com- 
panion. " But go on." 

" What I meant to say, was, that the natural 
working part of benevolence is better than one 
finds in those history or fiction books — indeed, 
the writers of both do not seem to go about 
enough in life to obtain any experience of such 
things. They only deal with large matters of 
men's doings — they know nothing of the 
common-place bits of human heart ; nor of what 
men need who get into trying scrapes and mean 
troubles." 

" Good — very true," (again Archer cast a 
look of increased interest at his hard-handed 
companion). " We have every reason to be 
grateful for the reception we have foimd here ; 
and, for my part, I shall only be too glad to 
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exchange my wet clothes for a warm bed at 
the little farm-house I see yonder. Yet — I 
cannot forget — I never can — the intense selfish- 
ness and brutality we witnessed diudng the 
night of horrors we have passed, and throughout 
the dawn. The exceptions only make the 
majority the more shocking to my memory." 

" I know all this, Sir ; still there were a 
number of good-natured things done, too. And 
that is a comfortable thought, as weU as the 
farm-house before us." 

" I do indeed rejoice at the sight of it, and 
the prospect of rest. But observe, now, how 
elate we have become by our recent escape and 
present good fortune ! We do not trouble our- 
selves as to how our fdlow-sufFerers have fered 
in the boats — ^we do not think of how many 
have been lost in the course of this frightful 
shipwreck. Their agonies of mind, and sudden 
death, have gone out of our heads — at least we 
had forgotten them till this moment." 

"Oh, we can only help those within our 
reach. I do not trouble myself with the woes 
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that have the ocean running between. The 
world is too wide for any one man's hand." 

" But not for man's mind." 

" I think I know what you mean, Sir ; but 
I am only a man who works with his hands." 

" You care nothing about slavery in America, 
for instance ? It is too far off — out of reach of 
our hands." 

" I could easily say I did care — ^but in truth, 
I don't. I care about slavery in England and 
Ireland, though." 

" How long have you been a sailor ?" 

" I never was a sailor ; but I was able to 
work my passage over in the vessel we were 
cast away in, by having learnt all such matters 
in short trips along the coast of England, hdoret 
I crossed over to Newfoundland." 

" What was your occupation in England ?" 

" A shipwright. I worked in Plymouth 
dockyard." 

By this time they had reached the little farm- 
house, and were met at the door by David 
Williams, the farmer, who shook them heartily 
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by the hand ; and congratulating them upon 
their escape, ushered them in to his wife and 

daughters with a gleeful expression of alacrity 
and good-nature, and a bustling self-compla- 
cency, as if he had himself just pulled them out 
of the water. 
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CHAPTER III. 

PRBSBNT COMFORT AND PAST PERILS THE RUINED 

WATER-MILL A COTTAGE EXTERIOR A LOVEr's OPPOR- 
TUNITY A COTTAGE INTERIOR THE TRUEST BEAUTY 

NOT COSTLY — BOOKS AND COVERS — MOMENTS OF 
DELIGHT. 

Archer and Harding having been instaQed 
in comfortable beds, by the round-faced, rosy- 
cheeked wife of David Williams, rested their 
weary Umbs in a profound slumber, during the 
rest of the day. They did not in fact, awake 
tin evening, when each one admitted to himself, 
that he had been more tired than he knew, 
and with this wise discovery, took another turn 
in bed by way of revolving the late events in his 
mind, which ended in the usual abstraction, and 
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consumed two hours more. By the time they 
both made their appearance down stairs, it was 
too late to go to the cottage of the Miss Lloyds ; 
and as the farmer and his family were just 
commencing supper, David Williams recom- 
mended they should take a walk round his field, 
by way of a refresher, and then return and have 
supper with them ; — they could go to the 
cottage next morning to breakfast ; — ^Miss 
Uoyd h&d sent over to inquire after them, 
while they were asleep ; so all this matter was 
arranged. 

They took a bright moonlight walk round the 
farmer's field, discoursing of the events of last 
night. They stood in front of a great haystack, 
and as they looked at its long, black, motionless 
shadow, Archer reverted, by force of contrast, 
to the dark ship, leaping up and down in the 
stormy sea. They returned to the farmer's 
house, congratulating themselves at every step 
of the way, as the cheerful blaze of his fire 
shone from the doors and windows. They all 
sat down to supper, and, when it was over, 
Archer had to recount to the farmer all the 
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particulars of the shipwreck, while his wife, 
daughters, and son, and a great turnip-headed 
nephew, sat with their mouths wide open, and 
their eyes as round as curtain-rings. 

" What a quick sight you must have !" said 
Harding, when he had finished ; " it is all 
exact, in the main, but I did not see half of 
what you tell, nor a quarter ; and how you can 
recollect it all, I can't think." This remark 
inspired David Williams to insist upon Harding 
giving his account of the wreck. His story was 
told in a workmanlike manner, and soon done. 
It showed how they had got into a dense fog — 
then into a gale that lasted four-and-twenty 
hours — ^how they were partly driven out of their 
course, and partly were out of their reckoning 
— ^how in passing between St. Tudwall's 
Islands, they had striven in vain to keep 
nearer to the eastern island, but had been 
driven upon a ledge of rocks running N. E. 
some fifty fathoms length fi-om the north end 
of the west island — ^how the vessel had had the 
worst thump upon a rock, three or four cables' 
distance S. E, by E. firom the easternmost of 
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these stupid, do-nothing, little islands — ^how he 
had gone down into the after-cabin to secure 
the windows — ^how he had been kept below 
with the rest, and had broken his way out — and 
how he had got out the requisite booms and 
spars for the manufacture of his raft, and the 
pains he had taken in finding what he called 
the best behaved people, to place upon it. This 
gave great satisfaction, — so much, indeed, that 
the farmer and all his family declared they would 
like to hear it over again ; and Archer and 
Harding had once more to go through the 
whole story. After this, they all went to bed. 

Next morning. Archer rose at sunrise, and 
finding that Harding had already risen, and sal- 
lied forth, he began to stroll leisurely towards 
the cottage of the two sisters, and was not sorry 
to find himself alone, as he felt much disposed to 
indulge in a musing vein, after the recent excite- 
ments. As he turned round the last swelling 
mound of brown heath, he looked down upon 
the cottage, in this pretty Welsh vale, with feel- 
ings of peaceful delight. The ruins of an old 
water-mill stood upon the margin of a stream. 
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which flowed a little to the right of the cottage. 
And hither he first bent his way. 

The stream, which appeared to have been once 
broad, had dwindled away to a tangled maze of 
silver rivulets, with intervals of fine red gravel, 
and sandbanks, small islets of white pebbles, with 
here and there a few straggling large stones, or a 
stump of a black post with bulrushes at one 
side. The ruined water-mill was very old, and 
falling to decay. It had no roof ; the sides had 
fallen away in gaps, so that the blue sky could 
be seen through them, and the black spokes and 
fans of the broken water-wheel, stood up in their 
last attitude of threatening the water, but appear- 
ing, in reality, to beg for pity on their forlorn 
mutilation. But ivy had grown over a part of 
the old mill, and a branch of wild honevsuckle 
hung in a festoon over the blackened remains of 
the wheel. The stream ran broadly round the 
mill, and was apparently deep in some places. 
Beautiful colonies of white water-lilies lay upon 
the surface. Archer stood silently contemplating 
the scene. " Tis long since that wheel moved," 
mused he. " The fields once sent their produce 




AND THE WORKER. 47 

to it. It had power, and turned it to good use. 
Now, it is a thing of the past, and may be said 
to take its place among the by-gone actions of 
human agents, with credit to itself, and a good 
name. How much more respectable to the mind, 
than a feudal lord, with his com and his castle, 
his revels and his rack !" He turned his gaze 
towards the cottage, a little lower down in the 
vale. 

The cottage was only partially visible, in con- 
sequence of three walnut-trees in front, and a 
weeping birch, that stood, or rather seemed to 
hang over the little green lawn. The roof was a 
thick thatch, very dark in some places, with age, 
but having one or two patches of tawney yellow, 
where it had been repaired, and one large bright 
green patch of thick moss upon which stood a 
large hillock of house-leek, in flower. One side 
of the roof was overhung by the bough of a large 
mulberry-tree. A small structure of brick was 
attached to the cottage, having a tall chimney 
with a pear-tree climbing round it ; and, adjoin- 
ing this, a wooden shed, apparently for a cow or 
pony, or for both, if a proper understanding 
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existed between them. The cottage had little 
gothic windows, with clematis and Virginia- 
creepers climbing round, and a covered porch, 
completely overhung with roses and jasmine, as 
though it were a little arbour. He thought the 
two sisters must be very happy in such a lovely 
place. He wondered which room Mary Walton 
had slept in — if she had quite recovered from 
her late exhaustion. What a fine expression of 
face she often had during the storm — ^how well 
she went through it all — she was certainly a noble- 
spirited woman— and very handsome too— and a 
fine form ; he wondered whether she was down 
yet — Walking in the garden, perhaps ? He moved 
hastily onwards, towards the cottage. 

Old Mr. Walton was a retired merchant. He 
had been in the timber trade, and, having been 
to Canada, where he had resided during the last 
two years, for the final arrangement of some of 
his affairs, was on his way back with his 
daughter, when he encountered the shipwreck. 
Archer had also been residing with a relative, at 
St. John's, New Brunswick, during the last six 
months, where he had first become acquainted 
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with Miss Walton. A few days previous to the 
departure of the Waltons for England, Archer 
haying dined with them for the last time, sud- 
denly discovered, on taking leave of Mary, that 
he had a very considerable regard for her — that 
the parting was extremely painful to him — that 
it seemed almost as painful to her — that, in fact, 
he was in love with her, and believed the feeling 
was mutual. He continued to bid her farewell, 
and prolonged the leave-taking to such an extent 
that old Mr. Walton, being quite worn-out with 
it, sank back asleep in his chair. When he 
awoke, Mary informed him that, " in his ab- 
sence," she had received an offer of marriage 
from Mr. Archer, — which she had accepted. 
He had immediately departed to occupy the night 
in packing up, as he was deteniined to return to 
England with them. The old gentleman took a 
long breath, and then exclaimed, in a slow half 
whisper, " Here's a pretty piece of business !" 
He iiapped his snuff-box with a serious face, and 
added, as he opened the lid, " He reads all sorts 
of books — ^writes poetry, and is dependent, for his 
expectations in life, upon his uncle. I can't say I 
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like it." The pinch of snuflF being finished, he 
added emphatically, as though he had by this 
time brought all the forces of his mind to bear 
upon the question, " In fact, I don't like it at 
all." However, he did nothing to prevent it ; 
but, letting events take their course. Archer had 
accompanied them on their voyage, and his union 
with Miss Walton some few months hence, was 
a settled thing between them. 

Arriving at the rustic wicket-gate, which 
opened upon the cottage grass-plot. Archer 
descried Harding hastening towards the cottage, 
from another direction. He had now added 
to his previous scanty, though sufficiently 
stout habiliments, a sailor's jacket and glazed 
hat. 

"I've been down to the beach," said he. 
" The vessel has gone all to pieces, and there is 
scarcely any of the wreck to be seen. A few 
chests and packages have floated ashore, but 
none of them appeared to belong to us. This 
additional rigging I have bought of an old 
fisherman, who turned out to have been at 
school with my father. He has also lent me 
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some money, and I am to pay it back by a 
post-oflSice order, when I get to Portsmouth." 

" You must allow us," said Archer, " to dis- 
charge that debt at once, for you. I am sure 
we are all imder very great obligations to 

you. 

"Not at all — at least, not in that way — 
besides, it was only saving myself, and wishing 
to have company." 

" I beg your pardon. The service you have 
rendered us is certainly of a kind not to be 
measured by money." 

" We have been invited to breakfast here 
with these kind ladies, have we not, Sir ?" 

" Yes, and we are not much before our time, 
I fancy." 

They walked across the lawn ; and the door 
of the cottage being open, they at once entered. 
Passing the little breakfast-room on one side of 
the passage, they saw that the table was laid, 
but no one was yet down. The voice of a 
robin singing, as from an inner room at the 
other end of the passage, attracted them on- 
wards. Nobody was there ; yet both of them 
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paused with their first step as they entered the 
room. It was silent, and sweet with the breath 
of flowers. A window, of the gothic shape, 
with lattice panes, was in front of them, partially 
covered with a white flowing curtain at one 
side, and a downward hanging festoon of honey- 
suckle, vine leaves, and jasmine on the other ; so 
that the little room had a soft shade all over it, 
except that one streak of simshine, broken and 
mottled in making its way through leaves, shone 
from an opening on the right-hand side, which led 
down by three steps into a sort of recess. This 
recess appeared to partake equally of the nature 
of an arbour and a little greenhouse, being half- 
covered with vine leaves, and leading out into 
the garden from whence the voice of the robin 
had been heard. Here and there hung prints 
from Raphael and Claude, without frames ; and 
several sketches in water-colours of Welsh 
scenery, also without frames, and just stuck up 
with a single pin, but looking very pretty, and 
with a graceful: carelessness of all effect. Upon 
two antique brackets stood white plaister models 
of small and beautiful figures. A pianoforte 
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was open, and a music-book, with the names 
of Corelli and Purcell upon the pages, lay open 
against the frame ; and dose to the book stood 
a glass vase with flowers. On the other side 
was a little mahogany work-table, upon which 
ky the " Anthems" of Eliza Flower, and upon 

the title-page was placed a large white shell, its 
mouth filled with green moss, heath-bells, and 
bits of hanging fern. 

Archer advanced into the room with a feeling 
of peaceful delight and surprise, followed by 
Harding on tiptoe, and holding his breath. 
Why was this ? There was certainly nothing 
in the least approaching to costliness, nor to 
conventional elegance, which might induce a 
traveller, in no very unexceptionable condition of 
attire, to pause with a certain delicate circum- 
spection. The whole contents of the room, if 
they had been put up to auction, woidd scarcely 
have produced five poxmds. Something beyond 
all this was felt to be there. It was a refine- 
ment and grace pervading every object, that 
gave a spirit of beauty and sweetness to the 
whole. 
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"^ Pretty place enou^" said HardiDg, reoofcr- 
ing fit»n his first impresskML ** This seems to 
lead into the garden.'' He stepped down into the 
recess, and walked out. Ardier remained. 

In fix>nt of the window stood a small table 
widi writing materials, and the model of a 
water-min upon it, and having a cover of £EMied 
violet hanging in foids to the floor. The carpel 
was of a moss-pattern. A few wicker-w<M:k 
chairs with gothic backs, and a bodc-case com- 
}deted the entire furniture. It was a hanging 
book-case with three shelves, containing rows 
of half-bound and unbound books, and was 
suspended against the waD, apparently by two 
laige wreaths of ivy which were twined round 
the cords. With a smile ol earnest pleasure, 
Ardier noticed a variety of dd fiiends upon the 
shelves — ^Voyages and Travds, — and Keats, and 
Shelley, and Coleridge, and George Herbert, 
and Selections firom Wordsworth, and Goethe's 
Ballads and Songs — and Sir Thomas Brown's 
Urn-burial — and Nicolo Fasquali, on Thorough- 
bass — and broad-backed old copies of Milton 
and Spenser flanking at each side, like marteUo- 



\ 



AND THE WORKER. 55 

towers, a variety of modern works in boards, 
the works in French having merely paper covers 
— and small dictionaries of French and Italian, 
and a German one almost tumbUng to pieces, 
its leaves being tied round with a piece of bast- 
mat to keep them together. As Archer's eye 
wandered thoughtfUly along the shelves, the 
back of one small book, placed between Goethe 
and Herbert, attracted his attention. He took 
it down. On opening the first page, the colour 
rose in his cheek. He glanced rapidly aroimd 
him, and replaced it with an expression of 
inward pleasure. 

" I wish Maiy were here !" thought he. His 
heart beat as he stood listening, fancying he 
heard her coming down stairs. An seolian 
harp, in the window, which he had never noticed, 
now sent forth a lovely strain of its dim cathe- 
dral-like echoes. A light step was approaching. 
" It is Mary !'* He had never felt so much 
love for her as at this moment. He was 
mistaken, however, as to her step. It was the 
yoimger of the two sisters — ^Ellen Lloyd. She 
approached Archer with a sweet smile 



56 THE DREAMER 

SO that his look of disappointment soon van- 
ished. 

" Miss Walton will be down immediately. 
Ah ! you have been looking at our poor old 
books. They are in a sad state. But we have 
no society in these remote vales, and we don't 
care about the covers for ourselves." 

" Book-covers are for visitors, you mean ?" 
said Archer, laughing. 

" Yes, are they not ? They are dressed for 
company. But even if we could aflfbrd it, there 
are no book-binders within ten miles of us." 

" At all events, shipwrecked visitors must 
not be exacting in such matters." 

Miss Walton now entered the room, and 
Archer, forgetting the presence of his fair 
hostess, in his delight at seeing Mary again, 
after all they had gone through, folded her in 
his arms and hurried her into the recess, and 
thence into the garden. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

STROLL THROUGH THE VALLEYS— THE WELSH PONY 

TRIFLING TROUBLES SHIPWRECKED SAILORS THE 

IRISH EMIGRANT PIC- NIC — DIALOGUE ON EQUALITY. 

Breakfast being concluded, — ^various ar- 
rangements made by the visitors for their 
future movements, — and letters written to 
friends, narrating their late shipwreck and 
present needs, — the Miss Lloyds proposed a 
stroll through the adjacent valleys ; and every- 
body prepared for the excursion. Mr. Walton 
declared that he could not walk the distance he 
foresaw they contemplated, or which would 
somehow " happen ;" nevertheless he wanted 
to accompany them, especially as he was quite 
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out of snuff. Miss Lloyd, therefore, sent to 
borrow David Williams's pony, her own and her 
sister's being both too small to carry the old 
gentleman. 

Presently David Williams arrived upon his 
pony. He dismounted by means of a strange 
and heavy fling of one leg up in the air, which 
passed over the pony's head, and the farmer im- 
mediately appeared, standing with his back 
towards the little animal — a performance which 
David Williams evidently intended as a pleasant 
display of agility. The pony was a strong little 
creature, with very short thick legs. Though it 
was the finest October weather, he had already 
got on his winter coat, and looked more like a 
bear than a pony. He made some resistance 
as the farmer led him forward towards Mr. 
Walton, and bent his rough head down, while 
one eye looked up through the brown bush all 
round it. 

Very much after the manner in which a sack 
of meal is laid across a market-horse, Mr. 
Walton, by the aid of Harding and Archer, 
was laid upon the pony's back ; his body being 
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then turned by one leg as a lever, and the lever 
then allowed to drop on the other side, his face 
was raised from the pony's mane, and he was 
considered to be mounted, and ready for the 
field. Mr. Walton was by no means a very 
large and portly man; he was helpless from 
inaptitude of muscles, and habitual inactivity 
of limb, besides being subject to gout and 
lumbago. 

Oflf went the party, the pony choosing to 
walk last of them all. Mary Walton and 
Archer attempted several times to walk by the 
side of Mr. Walton ; but the pony became so 
perverse and lagging in his pace, that they were 
at length obliged to go on, and allow the 
obstinate little bear to have his way, David 
Williams having evidently determined to give 
himself no trouble in the matter. 

The two Miss Lloyds, with David Williams 
bearing a wallet at his back, led the way. Close 
after them came a small black terrier, who had 
reddish-brown spots on his knowing little face 
— a sort of pet of Ellen Lloyd's ; then came 
Harding, with David Williams's daughter Jane. 
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Archer, with Miss Walton on his arm, followed 
next ; and at some distance behind came 
plodding after them the pony, with Mr. Walton 
on his back. Every now and then Mary 
turned round to look after her father, or Archer 
would turn to say something to him. The pony 
always stopped when they did so. When they 
moved on, he slowly followed as before. 

We will not detain the reader with any 
description of Welsh scenery ; it is generally 
very pretty, and sometimes more than that, 
being beautiful, and perhaps even grand in some 
parts of North Wales. Archer greatly admired 
the head of Cader Idris, rising up through 
clouds ; and Mary was much pleased with the 
commodious rusticity of the little farm-houses. 
A pale golden light was upon one side of the 
mountains, which faded by gradations into 
purple and dusky shade on the other, while the 
distant hills were all of misty brown or blue, 
with a dear grey sky behind them. 

The party were now advancing along a 
winding road at the foot of a hill ; there was a 
hedge on one side of the road, and some marsh 
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land and small pools of water on the other. 
Towards these pools the pony often turned 
aside, and then arose loud calls and shouts from 
Mr. Walton, causing three or four of the party 
to hurry back, seize the bridle, and lead the 
unwilling bear back again into the road. 

Soon after this, as the foremost of the party 
were approaching a turn in the road, a strange 
halloo of wild and discordant hilarity met their 
ears. It. sounded yet more strange in its varied 
echoes among the hills and valleys, habitually so 
peaceful and silent. The boisterous glee soimded 
yet louder, and round the comer came rattling 
a fisherman's cart, the horse at full gallop, and 
the cart fiill of drunken sailors. Each had a 
pipe in his hand or his mouth ; and several of 
them had a pipe on each side of the mouth. 
They were some of the shipwrecked crew of the 
'Endeavour,' making their way to the nearest 
town, and thence on to Carnarvon or Bangor, 
in hopes of getting a ship. Nine or ten had 
stowed themselves in this cart. As the noisy 
crew passed the pedestrians, and approached 
Mr. Walton, the pony, in deliberate defiance of 
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all his exhortations and endeavours, turned 
aside, and walking at his usual pace towards the 
hedge, entered it as far as he could — that is to 
say, thrust his head and shoulders into it — by 
which means Mr. Walton, who had " the 
presence of mind," as he afterwards said, to pull 
his hat over his eyes, was brought with his face 
dose to the twigs and thorns of the hedge. In 
this picturesque and heroic attitude they re- 
mained fixed, while the cart rattled by ; and as 
it did so, the sailors set up a roar of laughter, 
and every man, as if by one impulse, hurled his 
pipe at the old gentleman's back, so that a 
shower of white pipe fragments and smoking 
morsels of tobacco fell on each side of him. 
Their yells of merriment continued as long as 
the cart remained in sight. 

All the party came running back to the assist- 
ance of Mr. Walton. However, he had suffered 
no injury — laughed at the absurd insult he had 
just endured — and refused to dismount. Archer 
wished to persuade him, but he still refused, 
saying it was not likely he should meet such 
another cartful of shipwrecked tars ; and even 
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if it were so, he would rather run the risk of 
more tobacco pipes, than walk. 

David Williams here interposed. " My con- 
science !" said he, " this is a pony, look you, of 
the sort of mind that does not go well without 
argument — I mean spurs. I did not make 
attempts to put them on to Mr. Walton's heels, 
when I saw his method of mounting. Now, 
my cootness ! one sees it to be needful." 

" You never intend to fasten those things 
upon Mr. Walton's heels!" exclaimed Archer, 
seeing David Williams produce from his pocket 
a pair of old-fashioned rusty spurs, with rowels 
as large as a sixpence. The farmer paused, 
holding the spurs with both hands. 

" Well, now, I did intend ; the pony will pe 
quite another creature vdth them." 

"I shouldn't wonder," observed Harding, 

eyeing the rowels. 

" Ay," proceeded David Williams, " upon my 
truth and honour he will ; and all these loiter- 
ings and laggings pehind will be transformed, 
as I am a man and a sinner." 

"Buckle on the spurs," said Mr. Walton, 
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extending one foot towards the farmer, with 
what he intended for rather a dignified air; 
" let me have a transformed creature ; he cannot 
be changed for the worse." 

■ Forward went they all again, and in a few 
minutes it was found that the pony had made 
up his mind to take the lead. Whatever the 
nature of the road — and sometimes it was full 
of impediments — the active, sure-footed, inde- 
fatigable little fellow was always first. It was 
quite a pleasure to see such a pony ; what must 
it be to ride him ? So thought Mr. Walton ; 
and his face, previously full of lines of care and 
apprehension, was now all smiles and roimdness 
of contour. 

They had by this time arrived at the valley 
of Uan-y-pool, so called long since, though at 
present the valley appears to have no name at 
all. They had scarcely entered the vale, when 
they observed a solitary man, in a tattered coat 
and hat, sitting on a patch of green turf at the 

foot of a tree. His back was towards them, and 
he sat looking up the valley with a sort of forlorn 
air of peaceful enjoyment. As the party 
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approached, he slowly turned his head, and 
Harding and Archer at once recognised him as 
the poor Irish emigrant who had so kindly 
busied himself in helping various individuals on 
the wreck, and who had got ashore with them 
upon the raft. He rose humbly on perceiving 
them approach ; but when he saw them smile 
in recognition, his face lighted up with joy. 
He was invited to join them, and accepted it 
with characteristic alacrity, and a gleeftil 
readiness to do some service in return. 

It was not long before the service of some- 
body was needed for Mr. Walton. The pony 
had evidently got a new idea in his head, and was 
no longer contented with merely being fore- 
most. He appeared desirous of leaving the 
party at some distance behind, so that it had 
required a constant effort on the part of his 
rider to restrain his advances. Under these 
circumstances, Miss Lloyd suggested that the 
pony should be led. The exile from Erin 
instantly volunteered " to do that same ;" and 
running forwards, almost on tiptoe, to the side 
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of the pony, lightly touched the reins, and 
looked up in the face of the rider. 

** What is your name, Sir ?" asked Mr. 
Walton, with an expression of grave pleasantry. 

" Rody MacMahon, plase yer honner's rava- 
rince." 

" I am not a reverend, nor a ravarince 
either ; and you must not call me so." 

" I must not, then, yer honner," echoed the 
docile Rody. 

This was clearly a great improvement in the 
social arrangements of the party, which now kept 
all together, and they shortly arrived at the 
prettiest spot in the vale, where they determined 
to pause and refresh themselves. They collected 
a quantity of dry leaves for seats, and under the 
direction of Miss Lloyd the contents of the 
wallet were commodiously distributed upon the 
grass by Jane WiUiams ; while Ellen Lloyd, 
accompanied by Archer and Mary Walton, 
went with ]% to fetch some water from a 
spring near at hand. Harding attended to 
Mr. Walton, and David Williams was most 
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obligingly tormented by the confusing assistance 
of Rody in taking off the pony's saddle and 
bridle, and tethering him to the stump of a 
bush. All preparations being completed, down 
the party sat in one circle — ^though it was with 
great difficulty that Mary Walton, assisted by 
the cordial encouragements of Miss Lloyd, 
could prevail upon Rody MacMahon to take 
his seat in the circle. He said it was not for 
a poor Irish emigrant like him — ^returning to 
his poor country, himself poorer than when 
he left it — to take a sate among the comforts 
of the earth. However, he was made to sit 
down. 

As soon as this pic-nic dinner was concluded, 
Ellen Uoyd proposed to show Archer and 
Mary Walton some of the scenery of the valley, 
which she said was beautiful all roimd them. 
They gladly acceded, and were also accompanied 
by Harding. The elder Miss Lloyd preferred to 
sit still, while Jane Williams collected things 
to be repacked in the basket and wallet; and 
Mr. Walton, David Williams, and Rody pro- 
ceeded to amuse . themselves with a " circling 

F 2 
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cup" of the finest Welsh ale, which the farmer 
had brought in a large stone bottle. 

" How happy our poor Irish emigrant seems 
to be !'* said Mary, as they walked through a 
narrow rocky pass, overhimg with rich autumnal 
foliage, so that they seemed to be passing through 
a lengthened arbour with the soft light of a pool 
glimmering at the remotest extremity. " I 
suspect that his poor peasant countrymen only 
want a little kind treatment, to be the most 
contented and happy people on the face of the 
earth." 

" And it is this very virtue of being easily 
contented and happy," said Archer, " even 
without any kind treatment, so that they had just 
enough potatoes to keep soul and body together, 
which has been one of the chief causes that 
have led to their present miserable and de- 
pendent condition." 

" I have often heard it said. Sir," observed 
Harding, " that Irishmen fight best, and work 
best, out of their own country. I think it 
must be true; for if they did either one or 
the other half as well at home, as they do 
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abroad, or anywhere else, they would never have 
got into such a scrape/' 

" The mere fact,'' replied Archer, " of eight 
hundred thousand Protestants hdding all the 
chiu^ch wealth of the country, in quiet defiance 
of seven millions of Catholics, is in itself a 
sufficient proof of their comparative helplessness 
at home. The reason why they are so much 
more energetic and practical abroad, is because 
they are more fi^ee. Not feeling equally so at 
home, they never put out, for any length of 
time, their full and undivided force. There has 
always been some drawback. When they 
fought on their own groimd, they did not feel 
quite sure if they were doing right (except in 
a few extreme cases), especially as so many of 
their own countrymen were fighting against 
them ; and when they work at home, it is never 
so much for themselves as for their absentee 
landlords and masters. Always they have a 
sense of insecurity at home. Abroad, it is 
diflferent." 

"The poor fdlow we have just left," said 
Mary, " seemed to feel the degradation of his 
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country. It was a great difficulty to make him 
venture to sit down and enjoy himself, happy as 
he has already become." 

" Ah ! Miss Walton," said Harding, " there 
is another reason for that. It is the diflference 
of station, the diflference of condition — of edu- 
cation, of dress, of dialect, of manners : that is 
what he also felt, and what all of the working 
classes must feel. It is the feeling of inequality. 
I feel it myself; not but what you are all very 
obliging to me, and I am not naturally a shy 
man ; still, I feel the inequality of my station to 
yours." 

" But you should not," exclaimed Mary ; 
" and you cannot mean that you feel any such 
thing with us, to whom you have rendered 
services so great." 

" Why yes. Miss Walton, I certainly do." 

" Not, I hope," said Archer, " from anything 
in our behaviour to you ?" 

" No, Sir, no ; nothing of that ; but my own 
sense tells me that we are not upon equal 
grounds. My thoughts, my knowledge, my 
experience, the whole framework and fitting up of 
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my mind are unlike yours. My eyes force me to 
know, if nothing else did, that this blue jacket 
smutched with tar, and these rough pilot-cloth 
trousers — not that I am ashamed of them — 
belong to (me of a different class fix)m yours. 
Neitha* am I ashamed of my large hard 
hands," 

" To which," interposed Mary, " we probably 
owe our lives." 

" But when I look at them," proceeded 
Harding, with a smile, " can I doubt that their 
owner^s station in life is beneath yours ? Hands 
like mine bear the marks of work done for 
hands like yours. The worst of all this is, that 
it does not teach me humility." 

" Nor ought it," said Archer, pausing. " Let 
us all sit upon this bank. — ^The inequality is 
not in nature, but merely in circumstances." 

"True, Sir; but what a word that is — cir- 
cumstances ! Why, it includes your father 
and mother, birth and breeding, and school- 
rooms, and the teachers, and good or bad 
examples, — ^your knowledge and personal ap- 
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pearance, your bu3d and cargo, ballast, trim, 
and rate of sailing ; your inside and outside.'' 

" These facts/' observed Archer, " are not all 
on one side — and that side the sunny one op- 
posite to your shade. The working-man's birth 
and breeding may be of the poorest ; yet it may 
carry with it hereditary health, and hereditary 
strength of body, and a manly form. His 
schooling is his every-day work, and his know- 
ledge is his practical experience, both of his 
labour and skill, and of the characters of man- 
kind. His build, if not so fine, is more 
substantial ; the same may be said of his mind's 
cargo. There is no essential inequality between 
his class and those above him— only a conven- 
tional difference. As for his ballast and trim^ 
if you mean by that to express steadiness and a 
well-balanced character, where shall we find 
better instances of this than among the working 
classes ? Day by day, year by year, they 
present a constant example of perseverance and 
fortitude, and this for the poorest of all rewards 
-^the m^e means of existence. As for rate of 
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sailing, it may be qtiite as fast, according to 
his station, as that of the smartest-rigged 
vessel." 

" No, Sir. That last, at all events, will not 
do. For if a working-man sails fast, it is not 
likely he will sail far without coming head- 
foremost upon a rock or a quicksand. A 
working-man has no sea-room. But — to leave 
comparisons with a sea-life, which I should 
never think of following, because it is still 
narrower in its good chances for a working-man 
than a land-life — I have scarcely ever heard of 
the best ploughman having the largest field to 
plough, and at last ploughing his way into 
possession. Whereas it is the commonest fact 
in the world, that the worst ploughman, being 
bom to a trifle of money, owns the field, and 
hires his betters to plough it." 

" Ah ! there you open up a furrow that 
goes right through the world — fi-om one end to 
the other of the earth, and across. The theories 
of political economists would have us believe 
that all this subjugation of the producers of 
wealth to the arbitrary, and often misdirecting 
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power, which merely represents wealth — I mean 
money — is not only a good order of things, but 
the best order of things, for both the produc^^ 
of capital and the capitalists. To my thinking 
it is quite ridiculous. The capitalists would call 
me a theorist — visionary — dreamer; and I 
should say to them in return, Why do you 
insult the himian understanding? In accu- 
mulating wealth you forget distribution; and 
while you talk of the wisdom of political 
economy, you are quietly taking the lion's 
share, and preaching contentment to others." 

"Now, Sir, you are speaking what I have 
been thinking, or trying to think out clearly for 
myself these several years past. When I have 
hL great people sometimes gi™ erfers .bout 
the building of a ship, I have almost always 
wondered that they did not look quite ashamed 
of the ignorance they betrayed at every third 
word. But at last I came to see that mankind 
have a preference for those who can best play at 
make-believe." 

"We must not," said Archer, "confoimd 
worldly success and prosperity, or their op- 
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posites, with the relative value of men. In one 
sense there is a decided inequality in nature. 
Men are not bom equal, in a spiritual, any more 
than in a physical sense. There are tall minds, 
and short ones— narrow minds, and wide ones 
— ^bom so, and unalterable. But the best men 
are not put in the best places. I speak of indi- 
vidual ability. Speaking generally, and in a 
social ^ sense, all men, of course, are equal in 
nature. You should not, then, speak of in- 
equality as I have heard you do. On the 
contrary, when you say an incapable hand hires 
a good one to do his work, you show at once 
your conviction of the superiority being on the 
side of the working-man. It is not what a 
man has got that renders him truly superior, 
but what he can makey that establishes his 
position in nature, and his actual importance to 
society. It does not command station in society 
proportionate to this value and importance, 
because civilization is not as yet in a rational 
state. I mean that civilization has not yet 
availed itself of more than half the positive 
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knowledge it possesses. Its knowledge is not 
power. It may be an abstract power, but it 
cannot be more, unless we declare that civiliza- 
tion is practically wise at the same time that it 
is half insane in its imbecility of action." 

" The labourer is worthy of his hire, and the 
good labourer, I think, Sir, generally gets it — 
health, and strength, and years, and patience, 
permitting. But his best success can scarcely 
procure him a mind at ease for the future — ^for 
his old age— or for his family, if he has one, 
after his death. He works hard, and dies 
poor. Still, as I said before, I do really feel a 
spirit of independence in me ; and am proud, 
according to a workman's notion of pride." 

" To Aave," said Archer, " is seldom any 
certain mark of deserving; to be something 
noble, and to do something great, — these are 
true nobility. This is in the power of a working 
man according to his position. I justify your 
honest pride ; you ought not to feel humiliated 
before any of the upper classes, since you are 
their equal in nature, and may be — ^according 
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to your good works — of equal value to so- 
ciety." 

" Thank you, Sir," ssdd Harding, as he rose 
from the bank; his chest expanding, and his 
eyes brightening — " thank you. Sir. Men who 
can work, never want anything but fair play." 

As Archer, Mary, and Harding leisurely 
returned to join the rest of the party, further 
conversation occurred, in which Archer sud- 
denly broke forth into something very like a 
fervid oration on the present political and social 
condition of the world, to which Harding 
listened with profound silence and attention, 
seeming to devour every word. 
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CHAPTER V. 

THE WELSH HARPER — THE PONY AND THE POND — CON- 
VERSATION AT SUPPER — DEPARTURE OP HARDING. 

Approaching the spot where they had left 
their friends, our three stragglers heard the 
jangling sounds of an old harp, and presently a 
voice singing. Ellen Lloyd's little terrier, Shenkin, 
gave a quick bark, and suddenly ran on before 
them. They perceived it was an aged Welsh 
harper, with white hair and a white beard, who sat 
upon a three-legged stool, twangling the triple 
strings, to the evident delight of Mr. Walton 
David Williams, and Rody MacMahon; the 
last of whom was drinking the harper's health 
in a glass of ale. An empty ale-mug, and 
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a plate filled with bones of cold duck, were 
visible at the harper's feet. The advancing 
party heard these words chanted from the lips 
of the modem bard of Cambria; — 



(( 



Her was — ^the prettiest — fellow — 
At footpall — or at cricket ;— 
At footpall chase> 
Or Prisoner's Pase,-— 
Cot splutter! her could kick it.*' 



To this fine Augment of one of the match- 
less productions of a poetical descendant of the 
ancient Britons, the voices of Mr. Walton, 
David Williams, and Rody, joined chorus with 
the last line, till the valley echoed with " Cot 
splutter! her could kick it;" the echoes, how- 
ever, being a little confused by Rody's ad 
libitum version of " Bee Jazes ! she could nick 
it." 

While this was going on, the little terrier 
had remained with sharpened ears, and bristling 
back, and his little black eye staring up into the 
face of the bard. With the termination of the 
chorus, Shenkdn had evidently finished his 
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problem, to his own entire satisfaction. He 
accordingly darted at the harper's foot, and bit 
his toe. " Dear heart alive !" cried the bard, 
drawing up his foot with a sudden jerk. While 
this foot was uplifted, the terrier instantly 
seized upon the toe of the other. " Dear heart 
alive, I say!'* again cried the bard, lifting 
up the other leg in the same manner, and 
keeping them both suspended at each side of 
his harp. His legs were excessively long — the 
terrier ran from one to the other, leaping up at 
each foot, which had thus to keep up an un- 
couth pedal performance in the air, on each side 
of his beloved instrument, until with the effort 
of keeping out of reach of the dog, a tape 
or band was heard to crack. His white beard 
fell from his chin, among the strings of his 
harp, and a white wig falling upon the ground 
behind, became the immediate prey of Shenkin, 
who ran away, tossing it in token of his suc- 
cess ; and the head of the bard now appeared to 
be of a pale carrotty colour. 

" Name o' cootness !" ejaculated David Wil- 
liams, slaking back upon the grass, with one 
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leg raised stiffly in the air; "Name o' coot- 
ness ! it is William Morgan, the tinker of 
DolgeUy !" 

William Morgan rose in considerable con- 
fusion, and gathering together his harp, and his 
hat, and an old green baize bag, and his beard, 
made a precipitate retreat up the vafley, followed 
by the excessive laughter of the whole party. 
" My cootness !" exclaimed David Williams, 
" what a crate rogue is William Morgan ! It 
is William Morgan, I can swear !** 

" What matter for his name ?" said Rody : 
"What matter for his name, if we liked his 
music ? Come back. Sir !" 

This produced a fresh burst of laughter. 

" Come back, Misther Morgan !" repeated 
the Irishman ; " here's another leg of cold 
duck ! — cot splutter, he could pick it !" But 
Mr. Morgan having no further prospect of that 
kind, nor of strong ale, continued his retreat, 
without once looking behind him, or even 
giving chase to Shenkin to recover his venerable 
wig. 

Ellen Lloyd now proposed to Ardher that 
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tbey should return by a diflferent route, some- 
thing shorter than the one by which they came, 
and of yet more romantic scenery. To this he, 
and all the rest of the party, acceded. 

They left the valley by a narrow walk 
through wild shrubs, Ellen Lloyd, with Shen- 
kin, leading the way, followed by Mary and 
Archer. They were soon, however, superseded 
in their position as leaders, by Mr. Walton 
hastily brushing by, manifestly because the 
pony chose to do so; and Rody MacMahon, 
either influenced by ambition, or strong ale, or 
more probably, being unable to prevent the 
animal's advance, affected to attend him obse- 
quiously. The brisk walk of the now leading 
group, soon became a brisk trot, and all the 
rest of the party were left behind. They tarotted 
round the comer of a pathway, through a little 
straggling grove^ leading out towards a large 
pool, and w^e lost to sight. 

The path by which the party were to proceed 

4iomeward, ran deviously by one side of the 

borders of this pool, and as they emerged from 

the grove, they were speculating as to how far 
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round Mr. Walton had trotted ahead of them ; 
but what was their surprise, to see the group 
steadily advancing into the pool, evidently with 
the intent to go straight across. 

" My cootness 1" exclaimed David Williams, 
with a shout, " it is too deep !-^it is too deep 
in the middle, I tell you i" 

Everybody uttered a ciy, and ran forwards to 
the edge of the pooL 

^' The reins are broken !" exclaimed David 
Williams. 

*^ Sirrah!" cried Archer, to the Irishman, 
" where are you leading the pony ?" 

" He lades me yer homier," bawled Rody. 

^' My father is sinking upon the Irishman's 
shoulder 1" ejaculated Maiy. 

'^ He is fainting !" cried the elder Miss 
Uoyd. 

^^ The tail«<nrupper is broken," observed 
Harding, "and Mr. Walton feels the saddle 
slipping forwards." 

'^ Pull the pony's nose round 1" shouted 
David Williams. 

6 2 
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" He bites !" cried Rody — " his teeth are too 
dose to his nose." 

" Come back ! come back !" shouted three or 
four voices together. 

Meantime, the pony had steadily, and with 
manifest caution, advanced into the middle of 
the pool, the water being within a few inches 
of the saddle seat; he then stopped — slowly 
turned his head round — and looked at them! 
Mr. Walton now Ufted himself up from his 
recumbent position on Rody's shoulder, and 
pointing to the head of the said attendant, 
shouted out, " Welsh ale ! Strong ale !" Rody, 
almost before the words were out of Mr. 
Walton's mouth, pointed to the pony's head, 
and bawled out, " He's been aiting strange 
grass !" 

It was pretty dear that the pool was by no 
means so deep as David Williams had inti- 
mated, and that the pony knew very well what 
he was about. Everybody proposed something 
diflferent to the other — Harding had thrown off 
his shoes and jacket — the pony, however, settled 
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the difficulty, by moving in an obKque direction 
towards the opposite side. He reached it in 
safety, and stood still. It was a desolate 
spot, with a short bit of heath, bounded by high 
hills. 

" The pony knows his way home," said David 
Williams. "The pony, look you, has often 
been to these spots before." 

But the pony's knowledge was a thing from 
which no benefit could be derived in this case, 
as he displayed the greatest unwillingness to go 
any way at all ; so that the group continued to 
describe an irregular circle upon the heath, with 
no apparent prospect of progression. And now 
signs were made from those on the margin of 
the pool— there was shouting of voices— point- 
ing of hands, in order to convey a correct notion 
of the direction to be taken. On the heath 
opposite, a conflict of opinions, and efforts, and 
a different understanding of the voices and 
signals, prevailed — and the perverse, and absurd 
irregular circle, was again described by the 
group — and flights of rooks passed over their 
heads — and goats came to the tops of the hills. 
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with astonished horns — and a donkey was 
heard to bray — and three cows came half-way 
down the remotest hill, and looked on— and a 
shepherd's dog came and barked at the group, 
and then retreated at full speed. At length a 
Welsh mountaineer made his appearance, and 
approached them. A short Bialogue appeared 
to ensue, which very quickly was carried on by 
gesticulations only, between Rody and the 
mountaineer, while Mr. Walton sat wringing his 
hands. 

'• The shepherd," said Ellen Lloyd, " cannot 
speak a word of English/' 

" But," said David Williams, " he is telling 
them in coot Welsh." 

^* And Rody," exclaimed Archer, " is no 
doubt answering in good Irish " 

*' Oh," cried Mary, " how very absurd and 
distressing this is I" 

The conference terminated by the whole 
group setting forward in the wrong direction. 
Harding, without more a^do, rushed into the 
water, and waded straight across. 

He immediately took the pony by the nose 
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— turned his head in the direction that had 
been so repeatedly and hopelessly indicated — 
and the pony-party made their way homeward 
between the hills, while those on the other side 
of the pool returned by the route originally 
intended. 

The Lloyd-party arrived at the cottage about 
dark; Mr. Walton and his companions, how- 
ever, were nearly three-quarters of an hour after 
the others. They met merrily on the subject 
of the events of their walk ; and David Wil- 
liams mounting his pony directly Mr. Walton 
was rolled off, proceeded towards the farm with 
his daughter on one side, and Rody on the 
other, all of them talking at the same time. 
The rest entered the cottage ; Mr. Walton 
changed his wet clothes for a suit that had 
belonged to the Miss Lloyds' grandfather ; and 
forthwith they all sat down to supper. 

Everybody was in capital spirits. Mr. 
Walton was the first to make merry over his 
recent abduction, in which the others were not 
slow to join. " I am not destined to become a 
salt fish, nor a fresh fish !'* exclaimed he, ^* nor 
the food of either." 
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" You had, however, a narrow escape," said 
Archer, " from the Welsh bandit of the moun- 
tains. He evidently intended to inveigle you 
away to his cave." 

" And you, Sir Archer, might then have 
written a poem in forty cantos, of how I behaved 
under my new circumstances — how I ingra- 
tiated myself with the bold bandits — the Forty 
Welshmen of Llan-y-pool — so that my life was 
spared — how the whole band idolized me — how 
I became their captain — and made you, my 
fine fellow," (turning to Harding) "my lieute- 
nant — and how at length, being taken by the 
police, with booty upon me, I was proved, by 
my able counsel, never to havei left my own 
domestic fireside — ^and how I retired into private 
life, and became a pattern of all Christian 
virtues." 

" You forget," said Archer, " that your poet 
is not your lawyer ; and he might give the 
gallant captain's biography rather a tragical 
turn at the close — to say nothing of the 
epitaph." 

" I think," said Ellen Lloyd, " that your 
epitaph would at all events be gentle and sooth- 
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ing to the Memory of Mr. Walton. Whatever 
harshness the mxise of history might have 
indulged in, the spirit of the departed captain 
might still appear to you, whispering a line from 
Spenser, — * Sharpe be thy wounds, but sweete 
the medicines be."' 

" A line from Calcraft," laughed Mr. Walton. 

" Nee virtus obscuritatem petit," added 
Archer. " But I really think. Sir, that some of 
your performances to-day, both when we left 
you, and when you left us, are the sort of things 
that might have been heard of in Gil Bias, — if 
the author had only once had the good fortune 
to be cast away upon the coast of Wales." 

" As it is," said Mary, " the record of the 
Welsh harper will be sufficient. Poor man — 
I'm siu-e he wiU never forget us." 

" He was a good illustration," said Archer, 
" of an old Greek proverb, that ' a long beard 
does not make a philosopher.' Still, the 
harper may have been wiser than we know. 
The Homeric heroes, it is true, all wore large 
beards, but by the time of Alexander the Great, 
the march of intellect in this respect had taught 
the heroes to shave, because, as Plutarch assures 
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US, they pulled each other's beards in battle. 
It was a tempting opportunity, no doubt. So 
that I think it possible the harper, foreseeing a 
desperate contest with the heroic Shenkin, 
adopted a summary process with his beard, ss 
an act of policy in war." 

" How very fond Chaucer is of a good 
beard !" observed Ellen Lloyd. " Most of his 
principal or favourite characters wear beards ; 
the favourite heroes of Spenser seem to shave, 
or to have all such rough incumbrances taken 
away by a charm/' 

" Mr. Harding," said the elder Miss Lloyd, 
" will you let me give you another slice of beef ? 
You have not made at all a good supper." 

" Thank you. Ma'am, I have done very well 
indeed. The truth is, I am anxious to take my 
leave, because I heard, as we came along, that a 
vessel was now lying off Bangor, on its way to 
Portsmouth." 

" But you surely do not think of setting off 
to-night!" exclaimed Archer. Mary and Mr. 
Walton both rose from their seats. 

" That vessel," proceeded Harding, " would 
suit me ; and if I walk across the country 
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to-night, or by daybreak to-morrow morning, 
to the next town, I should probably be able to 
catch her before she sailed — thank you all the 
same. And I thank these ladies for the great 
kindness they have shown me — and you also, 
Miss Walton, and everybody else." 

" Do not go to-night," said Mary ; in which 
she was joined by all in the room. 

"Thank you," said Harding, "but I had 
much better go at once. I have been very 
happy here — the time has flown with me as it 
never did before — I only wish I could rightly 
stay among you all, and that I was better fitted 
to do so. But I roust go to my work. I wish 
you all good night, and God bless you." 

Everybody crowded round Harding, and 
shook him by the hand. He passed hastily out 
of the cottage, and through the wicket gate; 
and, as they stood silent with the door still 
open, they heard his stalwart paces echo fainter 
and fainter upon the road, till lost upon the 
grass and heath at the base of the nearest hill. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

poets' DRBAM8« and the moving world — MENTAL 
INFLUENCE, AND MAIN FORCE — MUSIC AND THE ANT- 
HILL. 

The sun was rising brightly over the moun- 
tains as Archer and Mary Walton passed 
through a valley, having issued forth soon after 
day-break for a long walk before breakfast. A 
soft autumnal mist was creeping up the brown 
sides of the hills ; a distant pool was gradually 
peeping out from its grey hazy mantle, and a 
cow, in an attitude of patient meditation, was 
standing upon a near slope, looking down at it. 
A fresh breeze occasionally swept up the valley, 
driving a wild flock of withered leaves of all 
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colours before it ; and several goats appeared on 
the top ridge of the nearest hill, the bright light 
glistening and glancing upon their dewy coats. 

*' If this sweet vale," said Archer, " and all 
these hills, were mine — ah, Mary, how happy I 
could make you, and how happy I could be 
myself!" 

" What would you do with them ?" inquired 
Mary, with a smile. 

" Do with them ! Nothing. Heaven forbid 
that I should turn them to any productive use, 
in the common acceptation of the term. I 
would not commit trespass upon their loveliness 
and seclusion. I would always put them to 
their present use — that of a means of conferring 
peace and happiness ; as objects inducing gentle 
and serious contemplations — a sweet influence 
to the heart, and a medium through which the 
soul can breathe freely, and therefore expand to 
its full capacity while in this state of existence. 
How seldom can it do so ! I would use these 
vales as the loving shadows of the grave — these 
hill-sides as the quiet pathways to heaven." 

" Then why should you wish they were 
yours ?" 
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" You are right, Mary ; they are mine. AD 
that is exquisite in them is mine akeady^-'far 
more than his who is called their owner. He 
receives the rents ; but not the natural influ- 
ences. Probably he lives far away; some 
money is sent to him (which represents the 
lands !), and he calls himself the lord of these 
hills and vales. He is not in reality their lord, 
because, in the truth of things, he has nothing 
whatever to do with them. Their names and rents 
have nothing in common with the actual things 
as they are. Or, suppose this so-called owner lives 
in the middle of such scenes ; if he has no poet- 
eye for them, and no love for what they a/re 
intrinsically, he might just as well live in a 
crowded street in a town as amidst these hills, 
of which he is no lord at all. — ^What a ddicious 
scent of wild thyme 1" 

" You are the lord of the hills !" 

"What a deUciaas scent of wild thyme — 
don't you smell it, Mary? Oh, I donH care 
for your laughing at me — thou unworthy lady 
of all these hills and vales. He is the true pos- 
sessor of a thing who perceives and appropriates 
to himself the most essential properties of those 
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things. He is the proprietor, in the name of 
heaven and earth, and his human birth-right. 
No rent-proprietor is defrauded by this. I 
laugh with you at what I am saying, because 1 
know what most people would think of it ; but 
it is quite true for all that. When I walk 
through a nobleman's magnificent estate, I carry 
away with me all ' the glory of his woods' — his 
park and deer, and the clouds over head — and 
I leave his Lordship to sell timber and eat 
venison." 

" You are too hard. Archer, upon the poor 
nobleman ; and very ungrateful for his courtesy 
in allowing your admission to his grounds. You 
talk with a wholesale piracy of imagination, by 
all these declarations of essential ownership. 
After all, though, what you say is a mental fact 
— ^but what would the world say to such specu- 
lations? Papa little knows the great posses- 
sions his son-in-law will have/' 

" That is too true, Mary. But if you know, 
I shall not much care about any other person's 
opimons. It is not a dispassionate judge, or 
critic, who marries me — ^but you. You are the 
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happy lady that is to marry poor Aladdin. But 
seriously, Mary, is not this a lovely spot to live 
and die in? — live long in, first, I mean, of 
course." 

" Yes, no doubt it is. Still, I could hardly 
feel contented in this place. I should become 
restless, I fear. Happy as I should be for a 
time, under the influence of Aladdin's lamp, I 
think that my eyes would gradually come to be 
dazzled if not pained, and even fatigued with so 
much imaginary brightness. I should crave for 
more of the realities of life in the busy world. — 
You are not vexed with me for saying this, are 
you ?" 

"No, certainly not. I do not ask you to 
think as I do, but to make me the partner of 
your thoughts. Only I could have wished you 
had not talked of the every-day concerns of the 
working world, as though they were the only 
realities of our life. Surely our life — our souls 
— and all that most deeply interest them, are 
equally real things ! The practicalities of the 
world are excellent, if applied to good purposes ; 
but the good purposes are derived from the 
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scorned and visionary men — the recluse theorist 
— the unappreciated dreamer, whose work is all 
in the shade." 

" Dear Archer, I never doubted but that a fine 
intellect could dream to fine purpose. But then, 
you see, I could not take any share in his work, 
as I would like to do in that of the man I love. 
I am deficient in imagination. Besides, may it 
not be, that too entire an indulgence in dreamy 
abstractions is likely, in the end, to induce the 
mind to rest in the vision for itself alone, as a 
beautiful vision, and apart from application to 
any high practical purposes, or to good purposes 
of any definite kind ?" 

" But this objection,*' replied Archer thought- 
fully, " this latter objection, though the strongest 
that can be adduced, applies equally to all ex- 
clusive devotions of the faculties in any exclusive 
direction. How often do we see the most prac- 
tical men of the world, coming at last to deny 
the existence of anything they cannot see, or put 
their hands upon — a sort of denial of their own 
souls. Can the merest vision exceed this in 
absurdity? Science often commits the same 

VOL. I. H 
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error. A celebrated mathematician gravely re- 
marked of Shakspere's Plays, that * they proved 
nothing.' Here was a man who thought the 
whole round of humanity was made for mathe- 
matics. A stonemason of Sardinia once pro- 
posed to the King to build a ship of granite ; he 
assured his Majesty that nothing was so durable, 
and that if the vessel struck upon a rock — 
the rock would get the worst of it. But, the 
truth is, there are few idealists so very exclusive 
and ethereal as to deny the existence of matter ; 
they only say that matter is not so fine a thing 
as the moving power, — or motion, the principle 
of which is invisible." 

" All this is true," said Mary, " yet I cannot 
help fearing that the devotee of beautiful abstrac- 
tions is very likely to rest contented with the 
abstraction." 

" Suppose he did — what then ? What can 
limit the influence upon others? He is only 
the individual originator of an abstraction — that 
is his part — his work in the world — why should 
he not rest in it ? But as for its effect upon others, 
it is little likely to be so intense as upon him- 




AND THE WORKER. 99 

self. If his abstractions act as a purifier of the 
motives of practical men, and an elevator of the 
objects of practical work, the dreamer has not 
lived in vain." 

" I have heard you argue this before, Archer ; 
and you remember that it reconciled me to several 
of your favourite poets, whom I had not pre- 
viously appreciated, or even set any value upon. 
What you say in favour of dreamers and ab- 
stract visionaries of the finer kind, I should think 
the most hard-headed matter-of-fact man could 
not controvert, and would only expose his pur- 
blind dullness in attempting to ridicule or trample 
over. But let me confess to you frankly, that 
the symbolical — the poetical you will say, if you 
choose to be harsh with me — ^is not so well 
suited to my capacity and feelings as the more 
definite and tangible objects and purposes of the 
world. You know, Archer, I always told you 
so. I have never deceived you by pretending 
more sympathy with you than I really possessed ; 
nor do I think a perfect uniformity of taste is 
necessary to a personal affection. I said that, 
also — I acknowledge." 

H 2 
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" And truly, Mary. I do not say, think as 
I think ; but show me your own thoughts. If 
we both do this, oiu* conununion will never, 
at all events, be dull or common-place. But 
tell me now: — ^suppose I could find out a 
cottage like that of the Miss Lloyds, and in some 
sequestered spot as beautiful as this valley, 
could you not be contented to live there with 
me, and be as happy as I myself should hope 
to be with you ?" 

" Is this a fair question, Archer? I 
ought to say that I should be happy with 
you in any place, and that I could enjoy 
seclusion as much with you, as you could with 
me« 

" Say the truth, Mary." 

"Well, then, I should rather not live — I 
mean for any length of time — ^in the beautifiil 
cottage among these peaceful hills. Their very 
peacefulness I should eventually feel as a tacit 
reproach while the moving world of life is at 
this time so full of arduous struggles for 
practical good. I should like to mix in it — do 
not giv^g^uch a deep sigh — none of those things 
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would injure or draw off my domestic affections 
— ^it is only that I feel I should like to take 
some share in these efforts of the world to 
move on with new wheels and in new tracks. 
It seems to me that women have hitherto stood 
too much aloof from everything of a public 
kind. What a look of apprehension you have, 
dear Archer; do you fear that I am con- 
templating the deUvery of a public lecture, 
or—'' 

" No — no — I quite understand you," said 
Archer smiling, though with rather a dis- 
appointed expression, as he pressed Mary's 

hand, and moved onwards at rather a quicker 
pace. 

Talking in the same strain as they retraced 
their steps, they had arrived at a little wooded 
slope which just hid the cottage from their 
sight, when the sounds of varied harmonies, in 
a kind of symphony, vibrated through the air. 
The effect, at this fresh and silent hour of 
morning, while the leaves were whispering and 
the dew-drops softly falling, was poetically 
sweet and enchanting. They stopped to listen ; 
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and presently a woman's beautiful voice sang 
these words : — 

** When Time was young he shook life's sands 
On either side with wasteful hands. 
And deaf was he to sighs and moans : 
Gazing on stars he thought men stones. 
When Time was young. 



t€ 



As Time grew old, our graves he pass'd 
More thoughtfully — ^with glass held fast- 
And soon his inward vision hore 
Harvests and hopes unknown before : — 
As Time grew old. 



** Hail, Grey-beard Youth ! true wisdom's boon 
Shall make thee younger than the moon, 
And — siding with our human race — ^ 

Shall glorify thy i^ture face : 
Hail youthful Tune !' 



i»> 



" That must be Ellen Uoyd," said Archer, 
after a pause. " I knew she was a good 
musidan, and played well ; but I did not know 
she could sing so exquisitely. Have you any 
idea whose words they are ?" 

" No, not the le^st," said Mary ; " but my 
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attention was partly taken oflf before the close. 
Look there! Do you see what those busy 
creatures are about on the top of a little mound, 
built up of morsels of earth and dry leaves, 
and bits of sticks, and stones, and clay ?" 

" It is an ant-hill," observed Archer. ; 

" While I was first looking at it, and listening 
to the singing from the cottage," continued 
Mary, " the top of the hillock was all in shade, 
and five or six ants were leisurely walking over 
it, like sentinels and watchmen ; but when the 
sun rose over those trees, a light shot across 
the top of the hillock, and down ran the little 
watchmen-ants into several holes, and then 
quickly returned, with scores after them. The 
watchmen had evidently run to communicate 
the tidings to the little citizens below. And 
see. Archer !— look how all these are now 
running down and up, and up and down, 
bringing others with them ! Some of them 
are dragging others, I think — forcing those up 
who are coming too slowly. Let us kneel down, 
and look at them — ^yes — look there! Do you 
see that one dragging another along by main 
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force ? — ^there ! three more doing the same ! 
Here come a dozen, all struggling together — 
dragging, and tearing, and carrying on, by 
main force, others who are resisting. How 
they resist and wrestle, and bite, and wriggle 
back, and seem to use venomous stings ! But 
the contest is terminating in favour of those 
who are for the sun and the light. It is all 
over — ^what rejoicing ! The whole community 
must by this time have assembled upon the top, 
and all over the sides of the hillock." 

" Now Mary," said Archer, putting his arm 
round her waist, and helping her to rise, " now 
you are happy. The sentinels and watchmen 
— the discoverers, experimentalists, and reform- 
ers — have worked hard to good purposfe, and 
have won the victory." 

" Yes," said Mary, smiling ; " it does make 
me feel happy, especially by the application you 
have given it. I should be glad — to confess 
the truth — ^if we could see those who persist in 
standing still, while the world needs work — 
or worse, who do their utmost to impede 

the workers — all of them well routed and 
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hustled out of their dull trance and bigotry 
about old times ; in fact, all those who will not 
move pleasantly with the rest of the well-work- 
ing world, I should like to see carried forward 
with it by main force. It would be for their 
good, you know, in the end ; as we see here 
before us. All the ants are now up in the 
sun. Some appear to be still ascending, and 
bringing up burdens. What are they doing ?^ 

" Happy Mary ! Those are the stewards, 
housekeepers, and nxu'ses of the commonwealth ; 
and they are bringing up the common stock of 
eggs to be hatched in the sun, and likewise 
the grubs. Don^t you see how they carry the 
little mites of dry mummies in their mandibles, 
to be placed in the sun till they issue forth as 
nymphs of the hill ?" 

Mary and Archer continued to observe the 
operations of these sagacious and hard-working 
Uttle citizens for some time longer, and then 
slowly bent their steps along the path through 
the grove. 

"Did you ever see anything of the kind 
before ?" asked Mary. 
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" Yes in the Canadian woods once or twice ; 
and several times in England, when I was a 
boy/' 

They had not proceeded above a dozen paces, 
when they saw, upon the pathway before them, 
a division of ants advancing in close and regu- 
lar array, like an army upon a march. They 
had issued from another ant-hill a little to the 
right of the path, and were now proceeding in 
the direction of the ant-hill which Archer and 
Mary had just left. 

" What does this mean ?" exclaimed Mary. 
" Are they going to visit their neighbours ?" 

" Most likely. It is, probably, some warlike 
expedition." 

"Warlike?" 

" For plimder merely." 

" Plunder ! — merely ! What plimder ? You 
are jesting ?" 

"By no means. Probably these invaders 
know that the city they are about to attack pos- 
sesses great wealth in eggs and grubs ; and 
perhaps also they keep cows." 

" Keep cows !" 
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" Yes, some tribes of ants keep cows — I 
mean little insects which they carry oflf from 
plants and flowers — aphides; and these they 
milk, obtaining from them a draught of honey 
dew." 

" Let us follow, and observe them." 
They stepped out of the path, and walked 
•upon the dry leaves of the grove, keeping dose 
by the side of the miniature squadron, which 
continued its advance. As it approached the 
neighbouring ant-hill, the colimm quickened its 
pace to a brisk run, increasing in speed as it 
neared the point of attack ; and a minute click- 
ing sound was heard from the army, as if some 
of the heroes, who led them on, were clashing 
their mandibles together, or striking them 
against any loose bits of gravel that lay in their 
path ; and this was answered by a low hissing 
sound from the rear. About one-third of the 
number, now detaching themselves from the 
main body, fairly made a charge right up the 
sunny citadel in front : and a desperate conflict 
instantly ensued. The besieged republic had 
observed the approach of the invaders, and gave 
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them so hot a reception, that they were repulsed 
with great loss, and pursued beyond the foot of 
the hill, where more were killed, and a number 
led back as prisoners. 

The mvading column now retired several 
yards, and about a score were seen to leave the 
ranks, and run off as fast as possible towards 
their own citadel. Mary and Archer followed 
them, and soon saw another ant-hill to which 
these invaders belonged. The messengers ran 
headlong through the gates, and into the gal- 
leries of the hillock ; and, in a trice, forth issued 
a swarm of soldier-ants all in a state of the 
greatest excitement. They formed directly into 
a second column, and hurried off to reinforce 
the first brigade, while a third division — the 
reserve — ranged itself over the top of the 
citadel, to be ready at a moment's notice. 
Here, and also upon other occasions in the 
course of the conflict our fiiends were observing, 
a variety of gesticulations, hints, signs, questions, 
and answers were observable. The language of 
the antennae was most in use ; but sometimes, 
not content with this, in moments of great im- 
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portance, a soldier would strike his antennae 
rapidly across the antennae of a friend, while his 
fore-feet played with a quick and vibratory 
motion upon one side of the listener's head, as 
if impatient at his dullness of comprehension ; 
and sometimes, when even that did not seem 
quite sufficient to make him understand and 
co-operate, the energetic warrior would strike 
his mailed head against the glossy breast-plate 
of his companion in arms — and this never 
failed to produce immediate perception and con- 
viction, with a corresponding activity. Be it 
understood, that we are not writmg romantic 
fancies or allegories, but facts and scenes well 
known to naturalists, and to those who have 
lived in the vicinity of woods, and closely 
observed these industrious little republicans. 

Reinforced by this dense and angry column, 
the first division again advanced to the attack. 
The first onslaught having been imsuccessful, 
more than double the numb^ now rushed to 
the assault, the rest waiting at a little distance 
with considerable agitation. The besieged, 
nothing daunted, were all ranged in battle array 
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over their hiU, and several gallant sallies were 
made to meet the advancing charge, in which a 
number of desperate single combats ensued — 
the two insects rolling over and over in the 
dust, and grappling, striking, and tearing each 
other with their mandibles. Nor were prudence 
and foresight wanting, meantime, in those who 
managed the domestic arrangements of the 
city ; for while the soldiers fought thus despe- 
rately, in defence of their homes and families, 
the housekeepers, servants, and nurses were 
busily employed in bearing off the eggs and 
grubs — the nymphs of promise — to the opposite 
side of the hill. Here they laid them down ; 
took their posts close beside their infant treasures, 
and waited anxiously the result of the conflict. 

It was resolute and desperate on both sides ; 
the slaughter was shocking — ^in fact, without 
intending to be complimentary, it was worthy 
of human beings engaged in a similar way. 
The soldier-ants rushed at each other with fury 
—grappled and bit, poisoned, stung, tugged, 
and tore, and often literally rent each other 
limb from limb ; so that the earth was strewn 
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with little quivering members and morsels. It 
was an edifying sight, and made Mary and Archer 
feel that they had derived a pretty good notion 
of what this might have been upon a larger 
scale, and that, all things considered, they had 
" lost nothing " by witnessing revolting horrors 
in miniature. 

At length the victory was decided, as it gene- 
rally is with us, in favour of the aggressors and 
besiegers. The hill was taken, and the victors 
dispersing into several ffles, darted through the 
gates, into the various little tunnels and galleries, 
in search of plunder. Before this fatal moment, 
however, the housekeepers, servants, and nurses 
were all in ftdl retreat with their precious bur- 
dens, each bearing away eggs, or grubs, or very 
young females on their backs. Some of these 
they hid in holes in the ground, under ledges of 
pebbles, and in crevices of tree trunks ; num- 
bers, for greater safety, began to climb up the 
sprigs of wUd thyme, and up the dry ferns and 
heaths, with their tender and invaluable charges. 
The victors, thus disappointed of so much of 
their expected booty, returned to the upper sur- 
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face of the hill, and commenced a hot pursuit. 
Many of the fugitives being unable to escape 
fast enough, having in their zeal imdertaken too 
heavy and incommodious a load, were overtaken 
and seized, and the pursuers even began to 
ascend the dry ferns, and other plants, in whose 
upper branches the poor nurses had vainly 
sought security from the pitiless invaders. The 
ascent, however, of the pursuers now Jexpe- 
rienced a check, in consequence of a number of 
the soldiers of the captured citadel rallying in 
their flight, and hurrying to the defence of the 
treasure-bearers. They ran nimbly up the 
stalks after the conquerors, and dragged them 
backwards, both generally rolling together, to 
the groimd, where they fought till one or other 
was dismembered. But these valiant cham- 
pions from the forlorn hope were too few to 
contend with the increasing numbers of their 
enemies ; and now on every stalk the poor house- 
keepers and nurses were seen ascending higher 
and higher, while crowds of the victors were 
nimbly climbing up after them. Perceiving 
this, Archer and Mary, as if by one impulse. 
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snatched each a wisp of fern, and began to 
brush down all the crowds of pursuers. 

Hitherto, the contending armies had never 
noticed the proximity of the two Incomprehen^ 
sible Creatures,* who were too large for their' 
vision; but at this preposterous interference 
they instantly became aware of the presence of 
some hostile objects, whose rough meddling 
was regarded in the light of a common enemy 
by both parties, and accordingly the invading 
army commenced a most furious attack upon the 
nearest points of intrusion. They ran by 
dozens over Mary's insteps and ancles, stinging 
her unmercifully, and darting in groups at 
Archer's protecting hands, which they covered 
with stings. Soldiers from the armies of both 
sides now came hurrying by hundreds to the 
charge, scrambling up their legs and up their 
sleeves, till Mary and Archer were both fairly 
compefled to make a precipitate retreat, beat- 
ing and shaking themselves as best they might, 

* See " The Poor Artist, or Seven Eye-sights and 
One Object." 
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to get rid of the little tormenting fiiries who 
were scouring about them. 

The Incomprehensible Creatures being thus 
disposed of, the soldiers of the respective colonies 
returned to the previous scene of action. The 
conquest was completed ; the citizens of the hill 
were slain, or driven into exile, bearing such small 
amount of infant treasure as they could manage 
to escape with ; the conquered citadel was 
garrisoned by a party of the victors, to hold 
the place secure; while the main body of 
the besiegers returned back to their own city, 
amidst acclamations and caresses from the rest of 
the community, bearing with them thousands of 
eggs and grubs, to be hatched with care, and 
educated as slaves of the warlike republic. 

" What an unexpected catastrophe !" ex- 
claimed Mary, as they emerged from the grove. 
" To think of the little sanguinary mites going 
to make war — slaughtering thousands — and 
bearing away thousands into captivity !" 

" They are only doing," said Archer, with 
a grave smile, " what they think best — ^by main 
force." 
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" Ah !" observed Mary, " I knew, directly I 
saw the battle commence, that I should hear 
more of it afterwards. I had better have Ks- 
tened to the music. Had I not ? Don't you 
think so ? You walk on musing and smiling to 
yourself — but I know you do think so. Look, 
what a pair of hands I have got, covered with 
little red bites and stings." 

" Mine are worse — and my ancles are in a 
perfect fever." 



I 2 
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CHAPTER VII. 

PBBPARATION FOR THE DEPARTURE OF ARCHER AND THE 

WALTONS ME. WALTON's SPEECH ON GRATITUDE 

RODY ENACTS THE PART OP " 8TR0N6BACK " 

archer's solitary meditation by THE FIRE. 

In the discomfited condition just described, 
Archer and Mary presented themselves at Miss 
Lloyd's breakfast-table, to the great commisera- 
tion of the sisters, and the no small amusement 
of Mr. Walton. Miss Lloyd immediately pre- 
pared a mixture of sweet-oil and cold cream, as 
the medium of some panacea, which having been 
duly applied, soon allayed all the irritation. They 
laughed over their sufferings, and replied to Mr. 
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Walton's bantering accusation that they had only 
" got up" this accident as an excuse for delay- 
ing their departure from the cottage, by declaring 
that they could be ready to go by the time 
he had finished his fourth cup of tea, if he 
wished it. 

Miss Lloyd expressed a hope, that they would 
not think of leaving them yet— in which she 
was joined by her sister. 

Archer declared that, for his part, he thought 
he could live and die there happily ; but, unfor- 
timately, their destinies had settled it otherwise. 

While this discussion on the departure from 
Wales was transpiring at Miss Lloyd's cottage, 
a fisher-boy came running up to David Wil- 
liams's farm, to inform him that a great quan- 
tity of boxes, bales, and other luggage from the 
late wreck had been cast upon the beach, and 
that some of these had the name of " Walton" 
visible upon them. The boy said, that his 
father and another man were hastening down to 
the shore, and that Rody MacMahon was already 
there, very actively engaged. David Williams, 
fearing this might be an erroneous statement, 
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that would lead to disappointment, determined 
to go down himself before communicating the 
intelligence to Mr. Walton, 

But, to resume. 

" Miss Lloyd/' said Mr. Walton, as he finished 
his fourth cup of tea, and handed it forward for 
a fifth, " Miss Uoyd, you are a very sensible, 
amiable, and exemplary young lady ; wise be- 
yond your years, as the mortal bard of Avon, in 
allusion to a certain young judge, expresses it in 
one jof his immortal works." 

At this pompous annoimcement both the 
sisters were beginning to laugh, but checked 
themselves on perceiving that Mr. Walton's 
coimtenance did not in the least relax fi"om its 
seriousness. With a bowing inclination of the 
head towards the elder Miss Lloyd, he pro- 
ceeded in a still graver tone : 

" Quiet without dullness ; systematic without 
formality; active without bustle; economical 
without penuriousness ; an admirable manager, 
producing general comfort at no sacrifice of any 
one's particular comfort; yo\i appear to me. 
Miss Lloyd, the very model of a good house- 
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keeper ; and it is my humble opinion — I am 
bold to say it — ^that you could manage fifty cot- 
tages, if you had them committed to your charge, 
with the same completeness and delightful pre- 
cision that you do this one, where we ship- 
wrecked individuals have all been made so happy. 
I rise. Miss Lloyd (and here Mr. Walton slowly 
rose, still holding imconsciously his tea-spoon 
between the finger and thumb of his right hand), 
I rise to tender you, in my own person, and in 
the name of my dear daughter, and of Mr. Ed- 
ward Archer, our most sincere sRid grateful 
thanks for all your hospitality. Gratitude, my 
young friends, is a word in common use with 
the world at large, but how seldom does it con 
vey its due amoimt of progressive thought. 1 
say progressive, because I mean something warm 
for the future ; something that is duly felt at 
the moment, and duly felt afterwards, to an in- 
definite period of years. But we are base dogs, 
all of us, I fear ; I mean only the male sex, of 
course ; and have but little genuine emotion of 
a good and lasting sort in us. Observe, now, 
how calmly I allowed Harding to depart ; the 
man to whom, in all probability, I owed my 
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life, and my daughter's too ; a noble, disinte- 
rested, fine specimen of an English artizan! 
I suflfered him to depart with a shake of the 
hand ! Only think of that ! 1 never inquired 
or concerned myself about his future welfare. 
He might go away and starve for aught I knew. 
I did nothing to assist his course in life. I merely 
shook him by the hand — ^and said good-bye ! 
Conduct worthy of a British statesman. Such 
is the gratitude of mankind ! I do not include 
the fair and virtuous sex; my remarks only 
point at the' deceiving lords of creation. Ah ! 
I could say much more, my dear young ladies, 
but you wiU righ% estimate my silence. In one 
word. Miss Uoyd, and Miss Ellen, though I don't 
see her here, we thank you ; and 1 trust we shall 
never forget the true kindness we have all re- 
ceived from you both." 

Mr. Walton sat down, and proceeded to stir 
his fifth cup of tea. Miss Uoyd looked rather 
uncomfortable at the speech, but made a simple 
reply, to the eflfect that the service she had ren- 
dered them was but a small matter, excepting 
that it had been the means of her having the 
pleasure of becoming acquainted with her visitors. 
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Ellen Lloyd had slipped away into the other 
room at the opening of Mr. Walton's speech, 
where he had quoted Shakspere, and Archer had 
been staring out of the window with all his 
might for the last five minutes. 

While Archer was thus employed, he heard 
the soimd of slow, heavy, and irregular paces 
upon the lawn, and then a dark shadow came 
across the window, and he saw the legs of a 
man staggering onwards beneath an over- 
whelming pile of all sorts of luggage. There 
seemed to be boxes, and trunks, and half-empty 
cases, and a small barrel, and hanging cloaks 
and coats, so that he fancied he was looking at 
Strongback with his load, in the fairy tale of 
" Fortunio." Before he could determine, how- 
ever, what the luggage really amounted to — 
whom the legs belonged to — or what was the 
meaning of this portentous arrival, a slight 
accident put an end to a part of the mystery in 
a very absurd manner. The incomprehensible 
pile was bound together with hay-bands; one 
of these gave way ; then two others tore asun- 
der ; and down came all the heap pell-mell, one 
thing smashing the other. They were all rotten 
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and fragile, with immersion in the sea, and 
thimiping over the rocks and beach, so that 
with the force of the concussion, everything 
burst wide apart, and the contents were dis- 
tributed all over the lawn. There were wet 
doth clothes, and linen clothes, and wet books, 
and maps, all looking like old rags and dish- 
cloths, and scores of pairs of Indian moccassins, 
many bead purses, sashes, bark-boxes, worked 
with stained porcupine quills, and a tomahawk, 
and three telescopes all bent awry, and fluttering 
sketch-books, accoimt-books, and himdreds of 
loose letters, the whole being liberally splashed 
and seasoned Jby the ruddy contents of the little 
barrel, which had been full of Canadian cran- 
berries. In the centre of all this heterogeneous 
disaster, stood the figure of Rody MacMahon, 
with a face like red-hot vermillion, from his 
recent laborious eflEbrts, and grasping one end 
of a torn hay-band in his hand. He gazed 
roimd at the imsightly ruin on all sides, and 
then looked at the astounded face of Archer, 
with an expression of ridiculous perplexity, and 
provoking composure. 

The noise of the downfall had brought every- 
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body to the window. The scene soon explained 

itself. 

" Why there's my * Burton's Anatomy !' " 
exclaimed Archer, pointing to a torn, wet heap 
of rags sewn together in the middle, and pre- 
senting a faded remnant of an old print on one 
side; — "and my *Milton' and 'Boccaccio' covered 
with cranberries!" 

" My barrel of choice cranberries, no doubt !" 
ejaculated Mr. Walton, " and all my books of 
accoimts — records of the labours of years — day 
and night-work — and my tomahawk, I see — 
my clothes and curiosities. But who in the 
world do all those heaps of Indian slippers 
belong to — and all those bark-box trumperies ?" 

"My poor sketch-books and maps," said 
Mary, " there they lie — and my clothes too, 
though I am ashamed to own them." 

Mr. Walton threw open the window as wide 
as possible. He extended both hands as he 
addressed the motionless Rody : " A pretty piece 
of blundering work, this. Sir ! These things 
have no doubt been cast up by the sea, and a 
blundering volunteer has thus completed the 
destruction of the waters." 
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" Sure and yer honner's very right," answered 
Rody ; " the poor Wekh craturs did their best, 
young and ould." 

" It is not of Wekh creatures I speak," re- 
torted Mr. Walton. " It was the blunders of 
an Irish creature I complained of." Mr. Walton 
turned to Archer. " A most strange and marked 
characteristic, is it not — that in everything an 
Irishman does — with a few extraordinary ex- 
ceptions — there is sure to be some blunder 
committed." 

" And is it meeself now, yer honner manes ! 
Where were the blimdering Welsh fishermen, 
that they did not run into the sea, and pull out 
all the goods before they were hustled and 
showthered to shatters upon the rocks ? Siu'e 
it was a blunder to stand stifl and look on gaping, 
instid of helping ! Where were the blundering 
Welsh labourers, and the strong lads of the 
hills, that they did not carry off all yer honner's 
luggsg® — smd some over — ^upon the backs of 
them — and why did the blundering farmer's 
men give me haybands so badly twisted, they 
couldn't hold yer honner's things safely ? Siu-e 
and the blundering captain that got our vessel 
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wrecked, was an Englishman bred and bom. 
The owners wouldn't have trusted an Irishman, 
for fear of mischief; and the chief mate was 
a Scotchman. These two were none of yer 
honner's extror'nary ixciptions — saving yer 
honner's presence. As for the Welsh craturs' 
blunders — why, for the matter o' that, it's 
all very plisant, as I was saying, if the fish- 
ermen had but ha' lent me a good twist of 
rope, for the farmer's men all did their stupid 
best." 

David Williams had arrived just before the 
dose of the foregoing remarks. He was con- 
founded at first by the sight of the miscellaneous 
ruins that covered one side of the lawn ; but he 
presentiy turned from it to expatiate on the 
activity, courageousness, and strength of Rody, 
in recovering the different articles fi^om the 
breakers, where they were tumbling about ; and 
concluded by offering to engage him upon his 
farm. The offer was instantly accepted by the 
overjoyed Rody, who, pointing to the ruins 
around, observed that it was the best day's work 
he had done for a long time. He endeavoured 
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to explain that he did not intend to be so un- 
mannerly as to say he rejoiced over the bad 
accident — only that it was entirely a good wind- 
fall for him. His explanation was received with 
great merriment, and Mr. Walton promised to 
make him some useful present before his depar- 
tiu'e, and also to give him some good advice. 

The contents of the different boxes and pack- 
ages, which had been distributed on all sides, 
were examined with considerable interest by all 
the parties concerned (excepting the parcels of 
moccassins and other Indian articles, the owner 
of which was unknown), and it was imfortu- 
nately found that their long immersion in the 
salt water had rendered nearly everything value- 
less. But OUT voyagers had previously given 
them up as lost, so no great regrets were ex- 
pressed upon the present occasion by anybody 
but Archer, who bemoaned himself aloud over 
the wet rags of several dear old books. He also 
bemoaned himself in secret over the destruction 
of sundry poems and other manuscripts, of 
which he possessed no second copies — and they 
were as much lost to his memory as in the sea. 
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The remainder of the day was passed in that 
kind of indolent excitement which commonly 
precedes a journey, after all the preparations are 
completed, and a few hours' delay intervene. 
In the present case, the preparations were chiefly 
confined to letter-writing, and discussing future 
plans and probable contingencies. After this, 
they wandered into all sorts of novel projects, 
in which Archer always took the lead, and was 
invariably checked by Mr. Walton, who gra- 
dually talked himself into an equally speculative 
vein, to be, in his turn, checked by his daugh- 
ter's smiling comment. Amidst all this, Ellen 
Lloyd now and then sat down in a restless way 
to the pianoforte, and began to play some melan- 
choly air, which ended abruptly; and several 
times she took Mary's hand, and held it long 
in hers. Brief as the period of acquaintance 
had been, she seemed to have conceived a great 
regard for Mary. It was duly returned, and 
Mary invited Ellen Lloyd to accompany them 
on their journey to Liverpool, and r^nain on a 
visit with them for some weeks. This pleasure, 
however, she said she could not accept at the 
present time. 
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The departure of the cottage guests being 
settled for next morning, they all, after supper, 
retired early to bed, except Archer, who re- 
mained musing in front of the fire. He had no 
object in sitting up after the rest were gone ; 
he had no particular train of thought in which 
he wished to indulge, nor was he in that state 
of drowsy fatigue when one feels too tired or 
too sleepy to make the effort to rise from one's 
chair, and go up to bed. He sat looking at the 
red embers of the fire, listening to their occa- 
sional low cracking sounds, followed by a long 
hot silence. He closed his eyes for a few 
minutes, and then opened them languidly, and 
watched red castle after castle, and mountain 
after mountain, break asunder and sink into 
ruins, which graduaUy adopted the various trans- 
mutations of old oriental heads with turbans 
and beards, and crocodiles' jaws, and wigwams, 
and rabbit-warrens at sunset, and precipices and 
chasms, which Sinbad and Gulliver would have 
remembered, and pitfaUs and mines, and gro- 
tesque profiles of Rembrandt-heads, one of which 
presently turned into the face of Mr. Walton — at 
which Archer laughed — and then merged into 
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a warm cloud — thence into gloom, and the 
coming on of darkness above volcanic craters. 

How the years had crept on since he was a 
young man ! How the fire closed in, and left 
dark outskirts ! What a dull, heavy look some 
parts of the fire had, while others were still so 
steadily at work — burning away. Hard at work 
— ^burning away. It seemed as if he had sat and 
watched all this before, and in this very cottage. 
But that could not be ; he had never been in 
Wales before. He must have sat in fi^ont of 
a fire some night, in some cottage, and had 
similar impressions and similar thoughts drifting 
through his mind — which he mistook for the 
same thoughts and the same place. 

" What a quiet cottage, this is !" — mused he 
— " and in what a quiet part of the world — or, 
rather, out of the world ; for how very few of 
the world's common, dusty, every-day discom- 
forts, annoyances, petty activities, and huge 
abominations, have here any existence ! Its 
insatiable self-interests are here unknown. 
What a pity Mary has no taste for retirement 
— and one so sweet. The onward movement 
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of things attracts her. The vortex of life draws 
her onward — not downwards, though. She is 
not content to watch the silent influence of any 
mental impulses and directions given to the 
world — she wants to be in the midst of the 
wheels, and fed them roUing forwards. A fine, 
practical spirit. Perhaps I have too strong a 
tendency to sit still, and make projects, and 
concoct, and exhale what I fancy to be noble 
influences, rather than put my shoulder to the 
actual wheels ? It may, therefore, be a most 
beneficial difference, and a happy opposition in 
the character of our impulses, while our ultimate 
aim is the same, that I should marry a woman 
like Mary. In a few weeks she will be my 
wife. That may make a change in some of 
her views, or, at least, modify them ; and she 
will then have more mental sympathy with me. 
Not that I must expect too much on the 
poetical side. I must be content to know and 
feel that our sympathies are harmonious, though 
not in perfect unison, — nor, perhaps, indeed, in 
perfect accord upon all occasions. But she has 
a fine, magnanimous, pleasant temper. Yes, 
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what a lovely retreat this cottage is — and any 
cottage like it, would be! How I should 
rejoice to find such a one, and amidst some 
equally beautiful and secluded scenery ! A 
delightful locality, where there is *no neigh- 
bourhood' — no county families — no respectable 
resident gentry within eight or ten miles — no 
morning calls, or tea-parties with small-talk 
and scandal— no persevering visits of the 
clergyman, seeking to pry into your gospel and 
belief, or else to dine and shoot over you. 
But I must not think of such seclusion as this, 
Mary would not be happy. Nor ought I to 
expect too much — one cannot have everything. 
Besides, I might not myself have liked it at her 
age, ten or twelve years ago. Still, I could 
have wished that she had been contented to 
overlook the battle-field of mankind in our 
present century, as from a general's tent, and 
to work with me upon the charts and plans- 
sending out aide-de-camps (printers' devils) from 
time to time, into the thick of the contests and 
meUe. Calm above the storm — clear-eyed and 
self-possessed beyond the noise and smoke, and 
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violent confusion — ^undisturbed by gross con- 
flicting interests — ^undismayed by temporary 
and local defeats — unbiassed by present and 
partial successes — from his elevated position 
the moving power overlooks and comprehends 
the whole, and acts for large designs in future 
time through the medium and means of present 
struggles and well-directed passions. — How 
dreadfully cold I fed ! God bless my soul, the 
fire's out ! My candle, too, is in a very waning 
condition. The cinders creak and tick — all 
mere formless lumps of blackness; and the 
ashes beneath are grey and white. Oh, ye 
grey and white emblems of old age — of extin- 
guished brightness, and gone power! — whose 
fineness and silence might fit ye for the hour- 
glass of Time — whose contrast with passed 
passions is pathetic, but not humiliating, seeing 
that it is the nature of all created things to pass 
away, and make room for other beings to have 
their fair turn in the grand rotation — cold, pale 
ashes, be comforted in yoiu* closed career — your 
substance did its work below — and the flame 
went upward !" 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

PORTSMOUTH DOCK- YARD JOHN DOWNS AND HIS 

FOREIGN FRIEND — - PRODUCTIVE POWERS OF HANDS 
AND ENGINES— HARDING AT WORK — THE EXIT OF 
MR. DOWNS. 

"This is a German gentleman, and a particular 
friend of mine. He has come a long way on 
purpose to see the Dock-yard.*' 

" I tell you/' said the police inspector, who 
stood by the porter at the Dock gates, " I tell 
you, he can't be admitted. There's a standing 
order against the admission of all foreigners." 

" That's very ilKberal." 

"It's the order," muttered the inspector 
drily. 



134 THE DREAMER 

« No, it isn't." 

« You'U find it is." 

" No, I sha'nt." 

" I tell you, once more, he can't be admitted. 
It's of no use to persevere in this way. You 
ought to know better." 

" And so I do know better than you think, 
Mr. Police-officer. Can't I believe ray own eyes ? 
Not admit foreigners ! Look yonder ! What 
do you call that ? A tall stalking-horse, with a 
long lanthom-jaw as yellow as a kite's foot — a 
small muff stuck underneath a large vulture- 
nose — a Mother Shipton hat — and a beard like 
the ace of spades ! What do you call that ? 
Something of the cut oi a foreigner, I should 
say." 

" That gentleman has come iq with an Admi- 
ralty order. But one of the police, as you see, 
goes everywhere with him." 

" Oh, very well, Mr. Inspector ; then will you 
be so obliging as to obtain for this gentleman 
here just such an order, and let him also be at- 
tended by a policeman — ^all politeness — like the 
one I see yonder." 
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" I tell you what, my friend " (the In- 
spector here made a grave pause) " you will get 
yourself into trouble. I shall m)t admit you 
now, without knowing more about you. You've 
written in the visitor's book, I see, ' John Downs 
— Brick-something — Stoiurbridge, Brick' — what 

is this r 

" Brick-maker, to be sure — what else does it 
look like ? My name is John Downs — I am 
owner of a clay pit and clay works in Stoiur- 
bridge — the clay is called fire-clay, because it 
makes furnace-pots, fire-proof bricks, backs of 
grates, chimney-pots, and fire-men's hats. I 
hope it will have to make hats for the police- 
force before long. My nephew carries on the 
works. I am just come home fi-om Nova Scotia. 
I was shipwrecked among the St. Tudwall's 
Islands, and other rascally roicks off the coast of 
North Wales, in the steam-ship * Endeavour,' — 
Captain Bright. He and I were washed over- 
board together ; but we picked each other up 
on a great floating boom, and drifted ashore 
somehow. Will that do ?" 

" I do not think I shall admit you." 
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" But you must, though. Do you mean to 
say you will not send my name m to the 
Warden of the Yard for permission with the 
rest?" 

The Inspector, unmoved by this appeal, now 
bent his eye upon the German friend who came 
with Mr. Downs. 

" As for this gentleman," said the Inspector, 
" it is quite certain that he cannot be admitted ; 
and I must also send a constable with him to 
see where he lives, and make a few inquiries." 

*' Mein Gott !" exclaimed the German, with 
staring eyes, like a man suddenly waking with a 
new idea ; " Mein Gott ! be they so goot and 
me to my house let go ! Allow they me — allow 
to me ! I will to mine hotel, mit obedient foots 
off hasten !" 

This excited and somewhat curious speech, 
bursting suddenly from the lips of a grave gen- 
tleman, who up to this moment had never uttered 
a word, or even appeared to understand very 
well what was going on, caused much merriment 
amonjr the by-standers; and this was consi- 
deraoly increased by the hasty retirement of the 
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speaker, and by one of the police as hastily fol- 
lowing on his steps. 

Mr. Downs would infallibly have gone with 
his friend — ^but he had been told that he himself 
should not be admitted. He was therefore 
determined to stay. 

When a severe man is unexpectedly amused, 
he usually relaxes his severity in some degree ; 
perhaps also the Inspector perceived that there 
was probably nothing in all this but the dogged 
wilfulness of Mr. John Downs, and no dange- 
rous visitor of Her Majesty's Dock-yard. He 
therefore approached Mr. Downs with a con- 
dliatory face ; and notwithstanding the heat of 
his atmosphere, cahnly laid one hand upon his 
shoulder. 

" Now, supposing you were in my place — as 
a reasonable man — and that you had strict 
orders not to admit any foreigner, unless by 
express permission — would you, as a reasonable 
man, allow any one to pass without that express 
permission ?" 

This complimentary appeal to a faculty he 
did not possess, evidently softened and gratified 



138 THE DREAMER 

Mr. Downs, besides that it placed his imagina- 
tion in the position most gratifying to his obsti- 
nate character. 

" Why, no," said he, slowly. " I can't say — 
only you did not tell me at first about the Admi- 
ralty order ; which was wrong. But never mind." 

With these words, Mr. Downs loimged for- 
wards into the Yard. A policeman presently 
afterwards loitered oflf in the same du-ection, 
looking carelessly on all sides, and at every- 
thing, except at Mr. Downs, who went just 
where he pleased. 

A party of visitors had previously advanced 
into the Yard, and were beginning to explore itS' 
various wonders with curious eyes. Forward 
they went over spaces of sharp uneven stones, 
or not very even flag-stone causeways, across 
movable wooden bridges, and iron-bound 
bridges, and beside the brinks of deep docks, 
into which they peeped down — and along the 
causeways and brinks of ponds and basons, 
wharves, and pier-heads, and pump-works, and 
beds of piles, far down in the mud, and inter- 
minable sea-walls. Over the winding ways of 
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stone and wood- work, they wandered onwards ; 
and round the scaffolding and platforms of 
building-sheds, and up and down the ranges of 
stairs, and over timbers and planks, descending 
between a thick forest of slant supporters down 
beneath the keels of new skeleton hulls of ves- 
sels upon the stocks. Then, away again the 
party heavily trudged, till they found themselves 
very near the point from whence they started ; 
and some of them went into the boat-building 
house, and some into the mast-house, where the 
main-masts of first-rate ships are ranged along 
the ground — and looking like long wooden 
round-towers, or huge barrels fitted one into an- 
other length-wise, with iron bands over the 
joints ; and some of the visitors, their feet and 
ankles aching with exhaustion from travelling 
so much over the uneven stones of the Yard, 
seated themselves outside upon very long, 
straight, slightly-tapering, cutter and schooner 
masts, each made out of a single tree from 
Dantzic or Riga, and now in process of finish- 
ing off with a polish. No one could pass — not 
even a policeman — without giving a glance of 
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admiration at these beautiful " sticks." At the 
extreme end of one of these sat John Downs, 
wiping his forehead with a great India-silk 
handkerchief of saffiron and brown. 

The most vigorous of the party now prose- 
cuted their researches down by the side of the 
anchor-tier, — a long range of mighty anchors, 
— an iron street of forky flukes — such as 
Vulcan himself would have been proud to 
own (and with reason, since he never made an 
anchor equal to any one of them), and standing 
twfelve abreast. After this, they looked into 
the rope-house ; but gazing down the long per- 
spective line of the rope-walks — nearly one thou- 
sand two hundred feet in length— ending in a 
narrow spot of light, with men that looked like 
mice standing on their hind legs, moving to 
and fro at the extreme end, the dismayed visitors 
retired from the prospect of such " a walk" 
after all their previous labours. 

As this party were slowly dragging their 
weary limbs towards the Dock-yard gates, they 
met a fresh party just coming in, full of alacrity, 
who having performed the roimd of the Yard, in 



AND THE WORKER. 141 

a cursory manner yesterday, had now come with 
the intention of taking a more leisurely survey, 
and chiefly with reference to some of the won- 
derful engines and machinery of the place. 
This latter party was joined by Mr. Downs. 
He had become interested in the various works, 
and had forgotten his recent contest. A tafl, 
grey-haired gentleman, of very courtly bearing, 
Jed the way towards the block manufactory. A' 
policeman politely stepped from behind a pile of 
wood close by, and opened the door — turning 
his eyes away as Mr. Downs passed. 

Here they found themselves amidst a whirl and 
whiz of machinery above and below — the whole 
place was full of it. Above, there were rumbling 
rows of droning and snoring drums, turned by 
steam-power, and connected by straps with the 
block-making machines below, in which circular 
saws, hammers, and broaching, morticing, 
scoring, and gouging chisels, spin, or fly up and 
down, or perform " to order," looking like grey 
shadows from the intensity of their motion. A 
piece of timber is laid down — a circular saw 
gracefully descends towards it — sings its way 
through it — and again as gracefldly ascends to 
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its place. Ten of the solid pieces of wood thus 
produced are fixed in an iron wheel — off spins 
the wheel — and certain tools being gradually 
advanced in front, a stream of chips instantly 
pours out, like an arching fountain, and in a 
minute the wheel stops, and ten huge ship-blocks 
are perfectly shaped, and ready to be carried to 
another machine for the next process of boring, 
&c. Thus, from a solid length of timber — a 
hard tree-trunk, shorn of its boughs and bark 
— ^in the course of a few minutes are produced 
ten perfectly formed blocks, (or " pulleys," in 
landsman dialect) smoothly grooved and polished, 
and ready to be fitted with polished box- wood 
sheeves inlaid with brass, all fashioned out of 
the rough material ])y equally rapid processes. 
At each fresh transformation, the tall, and very 
courtier-like gentleman turned to some ladies 
of his party, and said " It's like magic !" They 
went on from room to room, and from engine 
to engine. From one of these last, a rough, dingy 
sheeve (or block-wheel) came forth, in a trice, a 
fine polished article, as if from a cabinet-maker's 
hands, and of a totally diflferent colour. " It's 
like magic !" observed the tall gentleman to the 
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ladies, in explanation. Presently they saw an 
engine busily at work in paring the outside of a 
large iron bolt, which it did with the softness 
and noiseless ease of paring an apple, the iron 
curling off in the same manner. " It's like 
magic !" remarked the intelligent and courtly 
gentleman to the ladies by his side. " No, it 
isn't !" muttered a voice from behind. Every- 
body turned to look at the speaker. It was the 
burly Mr. Downs, who stood with his head on 
one side, gazing at the engine, and displaying the 
knowing air of a man who has comprehended 
the action. Not deigning to take any further 
notice of this rude fellow, the aristocratic per- 
sonage led his party onwards to other works. 
The block-house was presently deserted of all 
its visitors, except a policeman, — who was tying 

■ 

his shoe. Mr. Downs accompanied the party 
to the blacksmith's forges. 

Here, among other wonders, the visitors saw 
the enormous iron hammer which am strike a 
blow equal to twenty tons, and yet it is so 
perfectly under command, that with the very 
next blow it can crack a hazel-nut shell without 
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smashing the kernel. One of the blacksmiths 
being asked if this was true, replied, " Oh yes, 
Sir, we did it very lately when Abraham 
Parker was here. He sat in a chair, and all 
the other beards and turbans stood round for to 
see. We pounded flat a thick bit of iron with 
one thump — and we then cracked a nut for 
him, in three leetle taps, and guv Abraham the 
kernel." The tall, grey-haired gentleman 
requested to see this feat performed, and as he 
was known to be a friend of the Admiral Super- 
intendent, his wish was immediately complied 
with, and the kernel of the nut was handed to 
him. He presented it to the ladies, bowing, 
with a highly appropriate comment — " It's like 
magic !" said he : — " Ahem !" coughed a pro- 
digiously loud voice near the door. Everybody 
turned in the direction of the abrupt sound, 
and saw the heavy, insolent shoulders of a man 
slowly lounging oflF through the door-way. 

Mr. Downs continued his way alone, and soon 
arrived at one of the caisoons, which are used 
instead of dock-gates in those places where the 
pressure of water would be too great for any 
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gates to resist. The caisoon was rising from 
the water. There was a loud and banging 
sound of numerous pumps at work in the 
inside, and Mr. Downs, observing a small, square 
hatch-way on the deck, approached it with some 
curiosity, and descended the ladder. The interior 
of the caisoon was filled with convicts, as thickly 
crowded as bees in a hive, and all at work in 
pumping out the water to raise the machine. 
No sooner had the adventurous intruder made 
his appearance half-way down the ladder, than 
the whole bevy of convicts set up a loud shout 
of derision, mingled with cries of " Columbus !" 
—"Peeping Tom!"— "a Philistine!" These 
shouts and cries they continued without ceasing, 
and also without a moment's cessation from the 
pumping, until Mr. Downs re-ascended the 
ladder — a performance which he did not choose 
to accelerate beyond one step a minute ; so 
that, by the time he reached the deck, a crowd 
of workmen, visitors, police, and apprentices of 
the Yard, had collected round the caisoon. 
Through all these the wrathful face of Mr. 
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Downs made its way, and its owner doggedly 
bent his course through the building-slips. 

The bell now rang for the workmen to go 
to dinner. During their absence, Mr. Downs 
rested himself upon a spar in front of the 
mast-house. After all the noise and busy 
hubbub of the place, the entire silence that had 
ensued was very remarkable : equally so was 
the solitude. Not a soul was visible, unless 
perhaps a lonely policeman, sauntering, as it 
seemed, in melancholy abstraction, round some 
distant comer. There might have been a strag- 
gling visitor or two like Mr. Downs, who had not 
chosen to leave the Yard dining the dinner- 
hour ; but if so, they must have gone round 
the sea-walls, and were perhaps sitting mute 
among the blocks of granite. 

At half-past one all the workmen returned, and 
the noise and activity were immediately resumed. 

Approaching the huge hull of a first-rate ship, 
which was in process of building, Mr. Downs 
ascended the broad, slant ladder of the outer 
scaffolding on one side, and, gaining the plat- 
form, walked leisurely round the enormous 
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structure. It was the * Royal Frederick:' she 
was built for three thousand and ninety-nine 
tons burden, and was to carry one hundred and 
ten guns. Having performed the circuit upon 
the workmen's platform, he again stood beneath 
her towering stem, and gazed upwards at its 
embattled heights. A small, dark aperture, 
rather low down, met his eye, and two ship- 
wrights at this moment creeping in with some 
timber upon their shoulders, Mr. Downs forth- 
with crossed the planks that led up to it, and, 
bending his head, groped his way in after them. 

He paused with his second step, partly because 
he discerned no means of proceeding any further 
without falling through gaps on all sides, and 
partly because he felt confounded by the scene 
before him. He found himself in front of a 
strange and busy darkness, that indeed might 
have suggested to some imaginations the chaotic 
inside of a new planet which was being wrought 
into form. As no outlines were distinguishable, 
there could be no idea of dimensions. How- 
beit, the new planet was all made of wood-work 
inside ; John Downs felt sure of that. It was a 
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world of cross-beams and timbers, upright and 
downright — above his head, beams and timbers 
all crossing and traversing, and thick and three- 
fold, so that scarcely any daylight could be seen in 
looking up. Level with his feet, and his knees, 
and his breast, lay all sort of loose planks, some 
o{ them pretending to be for the means of 
passage to and fro, — with, here and there, half 
or three quarters of a ladder, just knocked up 
any how with a few bits of wood and a rail or 
two, or a notch ; and beneath him more cross- 
beams and uprights, and slanting timbers, and 
lumbering masses of wood unfixed, and small 
platforms of planks with men standing upon 
them, doing something, while candles or lan- 
thoms were seen dimly shining far in the depths 
beyond, some of them stationary, some moving 
about and suddenly disappearing. Nothing 
seemed to have any shape. Men were distin- 
guishable in all directions, but were recognised 
by instinct rather than the eye ; for even the 
figures of the men, as well as the objects that 
environed them, were shapeless. Amidst all 
this, the noise and confused din were prodigious. 
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The constant blows of innumerable hammers, 
of different weights, striking upon wood and 
metal, mingled with the hacking of axes, the 
chipping of adzes, the lumbering of beams, the 
datter of planks, and the varied voices and tones 
of the workmen, produced in their entire effects 
much such an impression as might have been 
experienced by a visitor to the ulterior of the 
Tower of Babel. As to the work that was going 
on — ^it was inconceivable. Every man seemed 
to be working at random ; and each group, so 
busy upon a strip of platform, or huddling 
together below over some great mass of timber, 
appeared to be exerting themselves with no 
definite object or effect. As for the stranger 
who had ventured in, and who, with his back 
up against a wall of timbers, was expecting some 
such rude and uproarious reception as he had 
experienced on entering the cawoon— and with 
a tenfold force of numbers — nobody appeared 
conscious of his presence any more than if he 
had been invisible. Still, as no one ran against 
him, or jammed him in any way with a beam or 
plank, it seamed probable that the workmen did 
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really see where they were going, and knew what 
they were about. 

John Downs, however, was not a man to be 
prevented or impeded in his intended course by 
any effect of wonder or " most admired dis- 
order," neither were his nerves of a kind to 
experience anything more than a very temporary 
vibration, be the cause what it might ; he there- 
fore began to grope his way forwards. While 
every rib, and beam, and stanchion, was solid and 
immovable as rock, every ladder, plank, and 
platform was loose — indeed, nearly all the passes 
of communication were along loose planks, which 
bent, or slipped, or danced beneath the feet, and 
usually leapt up'at one end as the first foot touched 
them, or the last foot left them ; — yet a fall from 
any of them would be likely, and in some places 
certain, to precipitate the unfortunate intruder 
into a deepand dark abyss of timbers. Mr. Downs 
had been accustomed to sundry dangers on the 
brink of his own clay-pit and other works in 
Stoiu-bridge, so that he moved without any serious 
apprehension ; still, he wisely considered that a 
man out of his element was not quite the same 
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man, and it would be as well to avoid the 
chance of broken limbs or neck. He accordingly 
clambered up the next hurdle-like apology for 
a ladder that he came to, and continued to ascend 
by such other means as offered themselves 
to feet or hands, tiU he arrived at what 
was evidently in course of formation into a 
long deck — in all probability the main-deck. 
Something like form and order were here 
attained. It was here possible to see almost from 
one end of the ship to the other, so compa- 
ratively few were the interruptions; and after 
contemplating the countless succession of huge 
beams of didl, pink-tinted African oak that 
stretched across, ready for the laying-down of 
the deck-planks, Mr. Downs began to step from 
one to the other, intending to make his exit at 
a port, and so leap out upon the building-plat- 
form outside. 

His passage across these beams was, how* 
ever, retarded by two causes ; the circumspec- 
tion required in taking each step, because the 
gaps between were literally precipices of timbers 
and beams, leading down, in some places, to 
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the very keel in afl its darkness; while the 
other retarding circumstance was the divided 
attention he could not help giving to the steps 
he was taking, and to the action of one of the 
shipwrights on the opposite side, who was 
driving a long bolt into one of the braces over 
the lining. The m)n mall, or hammer, was 
very large, with a long handle, and the bolt to 
be driven in was higher than the man's head. 
The action was peculiar. He swayed himself 
gently aside, so as almost to turn his back upon 
the object of his aim ; then, raising the mall 
with his right hand, close to the iron head of it, 
he whirled himself round together with the 
mall, letting his right hand slip down the handle, 
so that, before delivering the blow, both hands 
were at the extreme end of it ; thus giving the 
full swing of the semicircle described by the 
entire length of the handle, and adding his own 
weight to the blow. And such a blow it was !* 
It seemed as if it would have knocked down an 
ordinary house. Yet these tremendous blows 
were delivered in regular succession during 
several minutes, and with such apparent ease. 
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that after each blow it might be thought he had 
ceased, yet round came another thunder-clap as 
before. 

Now, Mr. Downs, " albeit unused to the 
melting mood," did greatly admire the dealing 
of these heavy blows. He Uked to look at it. 
It did him good. It was the sort of satisfactory 
thing he enjoyed, and could so seldom find. 
He thought with a smile of the porter's lodge 
at the Dock-yard gates, and how he would have 
liked, when the admission was refiised to the 
worthy German merchant, his friend, to have 
knocked the lodge about their ears with just 
such a hammer as that — and in that fine stvle. 
Mr. Downs forthwith stepped fi-om beam to 
beam, and seated himself near, in hopes of hav- 
ing more of it. He fancied the form of the 
shipwright was famihar to him somehow, though 
he could not recollect where he had seen him. 

A gang of twelve or fifteen shipwrights were 
at work near the man who had just been driving 
in the iron bolt, and one of these now ap- 
proached him with several strong wooden pins, 
or rounded stakes, in his hand. 
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" Dinna ye want these truimek, mon ?" said 
he, in a broad Scotch accent. 

" I shall, presently," replied the other, laying 
down his maU, and taking up an adze, with which 
he proceeded to chip and level some of the 
timbers. 

" I'm just thinkin' anent the feegurin' o' the 
fractions and the deecemals, — an' I canna see if 
three-thirds of an inch are equal to ane inch ; 
five-fiflhs equal to ane; and seven-sevenths 
equal to ane— I canna a'thegither discern the 
uteelity o' sae mony feegures for the same 
quantity." 

" Why, the use of those figures is not for 
the whole number of one, but for the fractional 
divisions. Don't you understand, Sandy ?" 

" Aweel noo — I begin. Eh, it's a very gude 
thing to ken the feegurin'. There's nae hope 
m this warld withoot it." 

" I know but little about it, myself. Give me 
one of those trunnels." 

" But ye ken the fractions and the deecemals 
weel aneuch to satisfy the new regulations 
frae the Lords o' the Admiralty; sae ye can 
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baud fast your post as leadin' mon — an' that's 
a blessed gude." 

"You are looking forward to promotion, I 
see. Hand me up that trunnel-mall." 

" Nae doot, I am. What is this life given to 
sinfu' mon for, but to work for his promotion ? 
I confess my ambeetion is to become a leadin' 
mon like yourseF." 

The shipwright to whom this was addressed 
continued to hammer in the trunnel; which 
operation being completed, he paused. 

" Learn to use your adze better," said he ; 
" and your axe, and your mail : have a good eye 
to form, and proportion, and the strength and 
fitness of things ; and as you are sober and in- 
dustrious, you will establish a character in the 
Yard, and you will be thoroughly qualified for a 
leading man, and will in time be made one." 

" Wi' fractions an' deecemals, forbye." 

" Pooh !" 

" Pooh ? Have nae the Lords o' the Admi- 
ralty sent doon their orders that nae shepwright 
shall baud the post o' leadin' mon withoot the 
cannie feegurin'? Nae question but the ex- 
aminers will a' be vera parteek'ler." 
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" If they insist upon this, the effect will 
soon be instructive to the Lords. Give me 
another trunnel." 

" Instruct the Lords o' the Board ! Produce 
an eff^eck upon a Lord ! Dinna ye talk that 
gate." 

"The effect will be this, Sandy. The ap- 
prentices who have just left school, or are still 
at school in over-hours, will be the most expert 
at these fractions and decimals ; and they will 
as soon as possible be made leading men, 
without possessing any of the requisite know- 
ledge and practical experience, and be placed 
over the heads of those who are competent in 
realities. Then, these reality men, like myself, 
will leave Her Majesty's Dock-yard, and the 
the(»'etical lads of leaders will very soon, by 
their blunders, bring the Lords of the Ad- 
miralty to their senses." 

" Eh, mon ! hoo can ye talk o' bringing a 
Lord to his senses ? We maun study the 
feegurin' wi' Gude's help." 

"But the practical authorities in the Yard 
will himiour all this nonsense, so that it does no 
mischief Now, go on with the lining." 
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The shipwright here proceeded to examine 
the dimensions of some thick planks that were 
near at hand ; and — ^by way of a final comment 
upon the Admiralty order for theoretical studies, 
which had taken such possession of the mind of 
Sandy Morrison — he wrote with a large pencil 
of red chalk upon one of the planks, " A 
figment of some old cock !" — when the point 
of his pencil broke. 

Sandy Morrison slowly read this in a whisper 
of awe — " A feegment o' some auld cockie !" 

The shipwright, having sharpened the point 
of the pencil with the edge of his adze, added 
" ed hat ;" and Sandy again read it out with 
increased awe in face and voice. 

" * A feegment o' some auld cocked hat !' 
Ye mak me tremble ootside, an' laugh within, 
Master Harding." 

" Harding !" shouted Mr. Downs, rising, 
" to be sure ! that's the name I've been trying 
to recollect, for I knew you ahnost directly !" — 
and Mr. Downs went up to Harding, and shook 
him heartily by the hand. "You remember 
me, of course ; you thought I was lost, didn't 
you 
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'' No, I did not." 
Yes, you did ; you must have thought so !" 
No, I saw you get astride upon the boom, 
and I heard from the Welshmen ashore that 
you had safely reached the beach with Captain 
Bright, and had gone off straight to Bangor 
together." 

^ " Fm very glad to meet with you again ! I 
have often thought of the service you did me 
with my bales and packages on board — my 
speculation in peltry." 

" You lost them all, though." 

" No, I didn't — ^yes, to be sure, I did — ^but 
that is no reason I should forget what you did 
to help me in stowing them in a safer place, 
just when the storm was coming on ; ajid not 
only I, but every one else in the ship had some 
service or other to acknowledge. I don't know 
what we should have done without you. You 
brought a good many ashore on your raft, I 
heard ?" 

" Not many, 1 am sorry to say ; but as many 
as it was safe to put upon her." 

" You brought old Mr. Walton, the timber 
merchant, among the rest — and his daughter — 
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and the pale-faced, book-read gentleman, didn't 
you ? You staid some days with them in 
Wales, I was told." 

" Yes, I did — they were aU very nice people 
— ^very kind to me. I shall never forget it to 
the end of my life." 

" Aha, you had a happy holiday after a rough 
voyage and wreck ?" 

" Yes, too happy for a workman, who has to 
return to his work. It made me think too much 
of many things that are no use to think about. 
I abnost wish I had not staid there. However, 
I have got over it now ; and am well at work 
again." 

" That's right. A man should never let a 
good holiday make him wish for another too 
soon. Old Walton's rather an odd fish, isn't he ? 

I 

I shouldn't wonder if we see him here soon." 

" Coming here !" 

" Yes, very likely. A German friend of mine 
wrote to him only this morning on matters of 
business between them. Well — ^how does it fare 
with you here — ^briskly, I suppose? A man 
who ^an use his hands like you, always finds 
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himself wanted somewhere; only I didn't well 
understand what was the matter between you 
and the Admiralty. I heard your mate here 
call the Lords of the Admiralty a set of fig- 
merchants in old cocked hats, or something of 
that kind." 

" Eh, Sirs ! dinna ye blether sic whigmeleeries 
anent the Lords. I never caa'd their Honours 
feeg-merchants — it maks the flesh creep an' 
thirl on my banes to hear you say I caa' them 
sic a name." 

" Why, you did call them so," shouted Mr. 
Downs, " or something as bad ! I heard you." 

Harding had resumed his work during this 
dialogue. He, however, listened to it much 
amused. 

" The Lord forbid it ! and forgie ye for sayin' 
so. Here's Harding, the leadin' mon o' our 
gang, an' he can bear weetness that I never caa'd 
the Lords feeg-merchants." 

'' Nor old cocked hats ?" 

" Na, o' my Screepture aith. I only read 
frae a plank that was wreeten there, whilk said 
that " 
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The voice of Sandy Morrison ceased abruptly, 
and his eye stared at the nearest port-hole, 
along the lower edge of which the glazed rim 
of a policeman's hat passed noiselessly, — ^and 
disappeared. 

" Come," said Harding, laughing at the dis- 
mayed look of Sandy, " come and hold this bolt 
while I take the mall. The policeman was not 
attending to what you said." 

A sudden thought struck Mr. Downs, and he 
ran and looked out at the port-hole. 

" How many policemen are there in the Dock- 
yard ?" exclaimed he hastily. 

But Harding was at work with his heavy 
mall, and made no answer. 

"Many, no doubt," cried Mr. Downs, "and 
yet the same fellow has always been within 
sight !" 

Out of the port-hole leapt Mr. Downs upon 
the builder's platform — along it he ran, and 
down the steps — and away after the policeman, 
whom he soon overtook. 

" Am I treated like a foreigner of distinction, 
I should like to know ?" exclaimed he ; "or by 
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what right, and by whose orders do you devote 
so much of your valuable time to me ? I was 
not aware till this minute of all your polite 
attentions; but now I fully appreciate them. 
How many hours have you been engaged in 
ooking up at the wind — ^loitering round posts 
—tying your shoe — scratching your nose — 
taking a sight at a timber-stack — or humming 
a hymn in the common metre behind a door ? 
And now you must come and listen to my 
exchanging a few words with a shipwright ! 
As if I cared for your hearing me say that the 
Lords of the Admiralty were fig-merchants ! 
And so they are I It was I who said that, not 
the shipwrights; they coidd not help what I 
those to say. I say it again. They are fig- 
merchants — and what is worse, they carry frac- 
tions and decimals in old cocked-hats ?" 

" Do you intend to follow me in this way ? 
and talking in this way ?'' demanded the police- 
man with threatening composure. 

" To be sure I do — and what then ?" 

" Oh, very well." 

" And what then ?" 
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" Nothing," said the policeman drily ; but 
glancing towards a particular comer of the Yard, 
he walked in that direction, closely attended by 
Mr. Downs. 

" A free country !" continued Mr. Downs, 
extending both hands as wide as possible, 
aiid raising his voice — " a free country, do you 
call this ? A man might as well be in Spain, 
and have his heels constantly dogged by the 
black masqueraders of the Inquisition, if one 
can't come to see a mere Dock-yard, supported 
by public taxes, without experiencing such 
treatment as 1 have met with to-day ! But I 
have seen enough, I promise you — nothing 
shall tempt me to go near the rest of your 
works. Your copper foundry — your rigging- 
house — ^your model loft — ^your sailmakers' loft 
— your flag-ship, gun-wharf, and the great 
biscuit bakers at Gosport — no power on earth 
shall make me go to see them. And I will take 
care, too, that my German friend never sets foot 
within a hundred yards of them. As for the old 
Cocked-hats of the Admiralty, they deserve to be 
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put in all the Christmas Pantomimes ; and as for 
— oh, I see ! — who cares !" 

The policeman had just turned round the 
comer of a square brick building, and Mr. 
Downs found himself the next moment in ihe 
hands of four of the police. Fully compre- 
hending his position, he disdained remonstrance, 
and was borne off in resolute silence to the 
station-house. 
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CHAPTER IX. 



ARRIVAL OF THB WALT0N8 AT PORTSMOUTH NEW 

PROJECTS archer's LETTER TO MARY WALTON 

mart's REPLY MR. WALTON's DINNER TO THREE 

MEN OF CONSEQUENCE AN ACCIDENT IN THB 

KITCHEN. 



Mr. Walton, on leaving Wales, had pro- 
ceeded direct to London, where he immediately 
occupied himself with the arrangement of his 
affairs, Archer, meantime, hastened to visit 
his imcle in Herefordshire, to " hreak the mat- 
ter" to him of his intended marriage with Mary 
Walton, and to make the choice as palatable as 
possible to the worldly mind of his uncle, about 
whose favourable reception of the intelligence he 
entertained many misgivbgs. 
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Having setded his affairs in London, pretty 
well to his satisfaction. Mr. Walton next started 
oflf for Portsmouth ; and as he thought it very 
probable he should have to remain there some 
time, he was accompanied by Mary. They took 
apartments in High Street, near the new 
Market House. 

" Now attend to me, Mary," said Mr. Wal- 
ton, as they sat by the fire after tea, on the 
evening of their arrival. " Do not sit thinking 
of Archer with his poetry and his fancies, but 
think of your dear father with his prose and his 
realities." 

" Sir, I am all attention." 

" I am glad to hear it — although I do not 
in the least believe it. However, you think you 
are exclusively attending to me, and with that 
I must be contented. Now, Mary ; — ^you are 
aware that I have been for some time employed 
in drawing my affairs as a timber-merchant to 
a conclusion ; for the due completion of which 
I visited Canada, and have now finally come 
here. Well — are you attending ?" 

" And have now finally come here." 
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** Those were my kst words, no doubt. Well 
— ^I am to meet here my old friend Mr. Short, 
who has recently become the steward of an 
Irish peer, — my friend Bainton, the ship-builder, 
whom I have not seen for years, — and a Ger- 
man architect, who has come to Portsmouth, 
chiefly I believe to meet me on a certain new 
matter of business, of which you will shortly be 
informed. His name is Coal — at least, it soxmds 
like that, when spoken, though it is written 
K-o-h-1. Mr. Carl Coal — familiarly, I suppose, 
Charley Coal, or Charcoal. You must be civil 
to him — ^he cannot help his name. I wish he 
was an English Charley. Fm half afraid of a 
foreigner." 

" When is he coming ?" 

" On Friday. I mean, I wish you to show 
him some attention, as he is not an every-day 
man, but a person of education and ability, and 
likely to do business with me ; at least, if I can 
reconcile myself to his being a foreigner." 

" Some fresh business !" 

" Yes — no — that is, child, I am about to 
leave business as a timber-merchant ; but while 
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I was in Canada, I entered into negotiations to 
embark a certain amount of capital in a new 
project, the main feature of which is equally 
well adapted to my understanding, and suits my 
head, being of timber; but the practical work- 
ing of all this will be carried on by others. I 
shall only be a sleeping partner." 

"And what is the new project? I think 
I have guessed it. Am 1 to be told ?" 

" In good time. It will come out in couvot- 
sation on Friday, when the three persons I have 
named meet here. We shall constitute * the 
firm.' I have invited them to dinner." 

" We can hardly trust to the cooking of the 
house, can we ? We had better have the dinner 
sent in under covers from one of the hotels ?" 

" Exactly so. Order a good one. I will go 
with you to the Fountain Hotel to-morrow 
morning. And now, good night! I am too 
tired to speak, or listen to another word more. 
Where is my chamber candlestick ? Thank you. 
I don't see the hateful extinguisher. Never 
mind. Our wits can lie dark and dormant 
without much assistance. Nevertheless — oh, here 
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is the hateful extinguisher. Our youthfiil hopes, 
Mary — -be sure you don't forget to remind me to- 
morrow, that among other things we must have 
a cranberry tart — our youthful hopes are like — 
American cranberries, if possible, you know — 
our youthfiil hopes are like a variety of bright 
things, which we — ah ! there's a thief in the 
candle ! How like human nature's destiny ! 
out with it ! — ^the thief, I mean ; not my candle, 
— old age will do that, soon enough — ^if he can. 
Good night !" 

The next morning's post brought a number 
of letters, and among the rest, one from 
Archer to Mary. She had been expecting it 
with some anxiety, knowing its contents were 
likely to be important to them both. It was as 
follows : 

" Sunday Evening. 

" My dear Mary, 

" Imagine me safely lodged in the vicinity of 
one of the deep muddy lanes of Herefordshire. 
I arrived, yesterday afternoon, at my uncle's 
house, and found him alone, in his great dusky 
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room, asleep, in an arm-chair, by the fire. A 
pap^, covered over with money calculations, was 
lying on the table, dose at his elbow. 

" I paused a few minutes before I awoke him ; 
and it is to be feared that the speech I inwardly 
addressed to him, as he lay back, with the duU 
fire-light upon his nostrils and chin, was not of 
the most ennobling or complimentary character. 
As I looked at the paper of all these money- 
matters, a sudden thought of the horrid reality- 
play of George Barnwell, and the subtle atro- 
city of Eugene Aram, crossed my mind ; and I 
fiBUicied their imcles {was it their uncles ?) slept, 
very likely, in just such an attitude — that they 
had led just such money-getting lives, mistaking 
the means of life for the end. The idea was 
so grimly uncomfortable — not, I beg leave to 
observe, that I was in any danger of attempting 
to rival the impatience of the young gentlemen 
above-mentioned — that I quickly extinguished 
it by waking him. 

" ' Ah Edward !' said he, rising slowly, and 
shaking hands with me, rather coldly, as I 
fancied;— and I am sure his hand has got 



AND THE WORKER. 171 

harder and drier since I was last in Hereford- 
shire, two years ago. He sat down again — 
motioned me to get a chair — ^yawned — settled 
his feet upon his footstool — ^and then proceeded 
in the following amiable strain. You may 
imagine how ungracefolly I listened to him. 

" * I received your note in due course/ said 
he, looking at me with his right eye, while the 
left eye looked over my shoulder at the window 
behind me. * I was glad to find you were 
safely returned from your wild voyage to Canada. 
But I can't say your letter gave me many hopes 
of the stability of your future proceedings. I 
really cannot make out what you are driving at. 
You are no longer a young man now ; yet you 
seem to go on just in the same way that you 
did at twenty. Fifteen or sixteen years seem 
to do but little for you. You have still not laid 
the first firm stone, ready for building up your 
future fortune. The trifling bit of income left 
you by your father is more likely to decrease 
than improve. True, I promised hun I would 
be a father to you after his death ; but this was 
not meant to supersede all exertions on your 
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part. I know, of old, what you will say in 
reply. But you understand what I mean by 
exertions — and that I refer to profitable exer- 
tions, in a substantial sense. If you cannot 
make an income by literary pursuits, you should 
choose some other pursuit by which you can. 
This you seem determined not to do. You go 
dreaming on — ' &c. 

" He proceeded in this common-place strain 
some time longer; then stopped; took the 
poker in his hand ; poked up a comer of the 
fire that looked dull; sat, and considered the 
result a while ; then rose, and put a log upon 
the top of the flames. I had a great mind to 
apostrophise the log, by way of reply. 

" My imcle, having arranged the billet upon the 
coals to his mind, sat down again, and said — of all 
things in the world, Mary, what do you guess ? 
Why, that — * he was, however, very glad to 
see me !* 

" You are not to imagine that I remained 
utterly speechless under all my uncle's pleasant 
observations; neither am I passing over my 
replies on account of their bad policy and impru- 
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dence. I bore in mind all your sage advice, 
dear Mary, and for your sake I really did not 
say much ; and nothing, I believe, to make him 
very angry. He has a sort of chronic anger 
upon him, you know. We must allow for this. 
In truth, I did not wish to say much. I felt, 
that to a man like my imcle, those arguments 
which were the strongest and most convincing 
to my own mind, would have little effect upon 
his, or else a contrary one. He would always 
end by saying — * Show me your result ; to tell 
me about it, is nothing — show it to me.* The 
fact is, he wants to touch, and examine, and 
poke under, and walk round a thing, like an old 
beetle. If he cannot do this, he treats it as 
unsubstantial, and therefore unworthy of con- 
sideration. I merely said I did not want 
to build up a fortune ; my tastes were of a dif- 
ferent kind. He shrugged his shoulders insult- 
ingly. I pushed my toes against the fender, 
and folded my arms. 

" Now, dear Mary, you must of com-se be 
aware that he asked me a great many questions 
about you. My replies seemed to set his mind 
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more at rest, so far as you are concerned. It is I 
who am the culprit, for thinking of marriage 
before I have a profitable profession in my 
hands, with a good house and all appurtenances. 
He was the more disposed, perhaps, to appear 
reconciled, because I gave him clearly to under- 
stand that all was settled between us, and 
that while his approval would be an additional 
pleasure, his disapproval would have no effect 
upon the result. He gave the fire a great dig 
with the poker when he came to perceive what 
I meant. I drawled it out figuratively, you 
know. I tried not to offend. 

" How the world goes on, saying the same 
stuff over and over again, as if it were fi'esh 
stuff! — saying the same wrong things with a 
grave face, as if they were right ones ! — as if 
Time never found out a new fact ! How like 
a worldly-wise ignoramus did my uncle talk ! 
Amidst all his questions, he never once so much 
as approached the outskirts of any real groimd 
of sympathy between a man and a woman. 
Anybody might have thought he was talking of 
a fields with a tree to be set in it. The most 
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important of all things — personal affection and 
mental sympathy — he never once touched upon. 
He himself has outlived the affections (if he 
ever had any) ; and as for how far our intellect 
and tastes are congenial, I dare say he would 
have treated all such questions as unworthy of 
a, sensible man's consideration. He is a good 
average instance of the wisdom of harsh lookers- 
on in these cases, who consider they must be 
the best judges, because they know little — 
generally nothing — of the real causes of attrac- 
tion between the principal parties— what it is 
that brings them together, and must be the 
chief bond, or internal law of nature, that keeps 
them together. 

" Ah, dearest Mary, these reflections do 
sometimes press rather painfully upon me. Is 
our personal sympathy of that intense kind 
which can absorb the sense of identity — the 
feeling of self, in all its conditions — and draw 
its highest degree of happiness from the melting 
of self-love and consciousness into an element 
of devotion to the beloved object ? This is 
profound sympathy : this is true passion. But 
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is this truth ours ? Are we this to each other ? 
Dearest Mary, sometimes I doubt it; — doubt 
it in you; doubt it in myself. Perhaps the 
happiness would be too great; an extreme of 
bUss not intended for us in this state of exist- 
ence, and therefore checked, either by short- 
comings, or by verging upon a sweet forbidding 
pain; yet sufficing to give us deep intuitions 
and ecstatic foretastes of a diviner life of 
passion, when we shall have put off the dogs 
and hindrances of inadequate mortality. 

" I must stop for to-night, or I shall be in 
the dark. I forgot to get another candle before 
the servants went to bed. Good night, dear 
betrothed one. 

" Monday Morning, Seven o'clock. 

" My imcle is not down yet, so I will try to 
finish my letter for the early post. 

"I have something else to say, in addition to my 
last. Many people might regard it as of greater 
importance than all the rest, and display before us 
examples, by way of proof, of the fatal tendency of 
poets, artists, and philosophers, to choose wives 
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who have no mental sympathy with them, (I do 
not mean that this can apply to us), and witii 
whom they had no happiness. But I do not 
think that this was the sole and absolute reason 
of the loss of happiness to both parties, in any 
of the instances. If there had been a true 
passion — a personal self-devotion between them 
— the heart might have made up for all the other 
deficiencies ; or, at all events, have filled up a 
sufficiency of the elements and requisitions of a 
loving nature, for happiness. Still, a mental 
sympathy is so great a thing, and perhaps so 
necessary, to a certain extent, to any one whose 
development of his intellect and imagination has 
been a steady and continuous passion of the 
soul, that I can but regard every degree in 
which it exists between us, dear Mary, as a 
most ennobling and hopeful blessing. I have 
also at times — I cannot deny it — ^regarded 
every respect in which such sympathy does not 
exist, as a misfortune — a something to be 
endured, and regarded in the light (or rather 
the shade) of the necessary drawback to all 
perfectibility of condition in this human state. 

VOL. I. N 
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But on the other hand, in more reasonable 
moments, I have considered that, perhaps, after 
all, such trifling discrepancies as may be dis- 
covered between us, in matters of intellectual 
taste, and in our views of the means of human 
progress, are really fortunate for both of us, as 
tending to supply to each of us the amount of 
balance we may need in any extreme impulses 
and opinions, and thus preventing or correcting 
one-sided views. Each of us being something 
within, which the other is not, why, dear Mary, 
we have only to help each other in our onward 
coiu*se. I am not for a uniformity, but an 
exchange of ideas ; and there can be no 
intellectual generosity without intellectual free- 
dom. Nor can I doubt the general happiness 
of this relative condition, since our chief objects 
and ends are the same* These sort of specula- 
tions are better spoken out than kept as a 
secret subject of thought, and incurring the risk 
of becoming morbid. We have discussed this 
matter several times before, and I have only 
now lapsed into it by re-action, on feeling how 
very little my uncle's serious conversation with 
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me about our approaching union had reference 
to its most essential conditions and prosperity. 

" I hope soon to join you at Portsmouth ; 
but at this moment I cannot fix the day. — ^Till 
then, and always, 

" Yours, in love and hope, 

"Edward Archer." 

" P.S. — I do wish you would make up your 
mind to study German. I say no more about 
music ; I believe you are right. If one does 
not feel an impulse to do a thing, no good 
comes of it. Don't forget to plant the fox- 
glove seed you brought from Wales. The wind 
is horribly cold here; the house is full of 
draughts, and my uncle does not feel them. 
What a sheer waste of existence it is to sit in a 
cdd windy house ! One neither reads, writes, 
nor thinks to any purpose. I sat up in bed 
last night, and said with Lear — * Howl ! howl ! 
howl !* There is no garden to this house ; only 
a small back yard, with a dry pump and an 
empty dog-kennel in it. How does Portsmouth 
agree with your father ? Has he seen Harding 

N 2 
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yet ? You are wrong about the Herefordshire 
perry; it is the cider which leaves a bitter 
flavour after it. I hear a pair of old shoes 
coming down stairs I Be sure to plant the 
foxglove." 

This letter made Mary very thoughtful. By 
the next evening's post she returned the following 
answer : 

" My dear Archer, 
" I have read your letter with great interest, 
and yet there is something in the general tenor 
of it that has left a very painful impression upon 
me. I wUl not attempt to particularize ; indeed, 
I scarcely know how to do so. But the amount 
of my feelings may be summed in this, — that, I 
fear, we do not yet sufficiently understand each 
other. I fully acknowledge your sincerity in all 
respects, your disinterestedness and generosity ; 
nor do I less appreciate your readiness to accord 
to women that fair amount of equality which 
leaves their minds and feelings free upon all 
subjects of importance. Yet, dear Archer, even 
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wWle you admit this eqi^ality, I feel as if it 
were only by an act of toleration and intellectual 
condescension on your part; and even when 
you declare that you do not wish for an echo or 
uniformity of ideas, but an exchange, I still feel, 
somehow, that it comes to me like an indirect 
reproach for deficiency in mental sympathy, and 
that you are striving, with an inward sigh, to 
reconcile yourself to your fate. Is it not so ? 
Look within your heart, and teU me. 

" I have also, at times, feared something else 
was not perfectly in harmony between us, which 
I am hardly able to mention, lest my words 
should express more than I would have, — or 
less, perhaps, than I would wish. You will, 
however, apprehend what I mean, when I 
remind you that our natures, particularly our 
temperaments, are diflferent. I know I have 
not your enthusiasm upon abstract and ideal 
subjects; many things which appear to call 
passions into play with you, only excite mental 
observation and reflection in me; sometimes 
only a passing interest. You often seem to 
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treasure up for ever what I forget the next 
moment. 

"But there is something else that comes 
nearer. You dwell very much in your letter 
upon self-devotion, and the passion of love. Do 
you consider that I entertain those feelings 
sufficiently for your happiness ? — and do I really 
inspire you with such extreme feelings ? I fear 
not. Dear Archer, we are shortly to be mar- 
ried, are we iiot ? Do not let us deceive our- 
selves. Never suppose that I, for a moment, 
doubt your sincerity ; my only doubt is, whether 
you are not regarding me through a poetical 
medium, and bestowing upon me feelings and 
thoughts beyond my nature and deserts, and 
that you may thus convert your future life into 
a sad prosaic disappointment. What then 
would be my life, and where would be my 
happiness? 

" You must not think this unkind. As I 
read it over, it really does appear a cruelly 
matter-of-fact sort of reply to your most kind 
and interesting letter ; but you will agree with 
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me that my apprehensions are not quite groimd-^ 
less ; and that must be my excuse. 

" 1 am very affectionately yours^ 

"Mary Walton." 

"P.S. — Portsmouth agrees with papa very 
well. He has determined, or nearly so, to em- 
bark in the new project we have half suspected 
so long. I am glad of it. He would never 
be happy without some business to do, or think 
about." 

A few words will serve to introduce the three 
gentlemen, who were to be Mr. Walton's guests 
on Friday. 

Mr. Short was originally a nursery-gardener, 
who having been very successful in the cultiva- 
tion of fruit-trees, saved money, and gradually 
became the agent of several noblemen and gen- 
tlemen for the sale of their fruit and forest trees. 
He was now the steward of an Irish peer, who 
had large landed possessions in Ireland, and 
therefore considered it best never to reside there. 
The reasons for this, Mr. Short very well under- 
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stood Nor was he very anxious himself to visit 
Ireland oftener than was necessary, having 
agents under him for the collection and enforce- 
ment of the rents. Meantime, he had various 
dealings in timber with house and ship-builders. 
He was a good-natured man, in himself, generous, 
and convivial ; but he had an entire reverence 
for all the doings of the world that produced 
money or involved property in any way, and was 
an unlimited tolerator of all productive abuses. 
Mr. Carl Kohl was a German architect and engi- 
neer, who had made plans and sketches for a 
new class of buildings, with a view to economy 
by the co-operation of many families in one do- 
mestic arrangement, originating in the proposals 
of several philanthropical authors in England. 
He had been a student of the University of 
Heidelberg, and it may therefore be conjectured 
that, besides being an architect and engineer, he 
was several otlier things — in the recesses of his 
mnid. Mr. Bainton was a ship<builder of the 
old school, and in good estimation, but dissatis- 
fied with the encroaches of steam-ships upon the 
original models he had studied in his youth. He 
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was also indignant at the Government patronage 
given to Sir William Symonds' " peg-top" keels. 
He had turned his attention these last three or 
four years to house-building, and had become 
rather " serious'' of late, from the interest he had 
taken in building a Baptist chapel in Portsea. 

Mr. Walton and Mary now prepared to make 
a morning call at the Fountain Hotel, and order 
a dinner to be prepared and sent in on Friday, 
when they were stopped in the passage by Mrs, 
Stone, the mistress of the house, who had heard 
of their intention. She begged most earnestly 
that they would not think of such a thing as 
ordering a dinner from an hotel — declaring that 
she was equal to any joint in the mortal world — 
that no dish in nature was above her — and that 
it would be an injury to her house and reputa- 
tion if they dreamed of such doings. If they 
would only send in the things, and trust to her 
— that was all she asked ! Mr. Walton turned 
to Mary with a face of great amiability, and 
some indecision. Observing that Mary was 
suppressing laughter, he reproved her, and in 
doing so, it helped him to an immediate ded- 
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sion in favour of Mrs. Stone's petition. He 
then went with Mary to a variety of shops, and 
they concluded their morning's occupation with 
a pleasant walk on the ramparts. 

The day for the dinner to three men ** of con- 
sequence" (to Mr. Walton) arrived. Six o'clock 
struck ! — ^a succession of rapid little smart rat- 
tats was heard at the street door— and Mr. Short 
was ushered in — punctual to the minute. About 
a quarter of an hour afterwards, five heavy, deli- 
berate blows were made with the knocker — and 
Mr. Sainton's square grey head came with one 
slow bow into the room. Five-and-twenty mi- 
nutes after six, and a soft succession of mild 
prelusive taps were made upon the door, con- 
cluding with one loud thump, ending abruptly, 
as if the thought of a great knock had at last come 
into his mind, but that the knocker had slipped 
out of the performer's hand. Mr. Carl Kohl was 
annoimced ; and a taU, thin, grave, well-dressed 
gentleman, with short black hair, a pale face, and 
spectacles, gracefully bowed himself into the 
room ; shook hands with Mr. Short by accident, 
instead of Mr. Walton, and declined the proflFered 
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hand of Mary with a most respectful and grateful 
obeisance — German gentlemen, as he intimated, 
never presuming to shake hands with ladies who 
are not relations or very especial friends. Mr. 
Kohl had only been a few weeks in England. 

In a very short time Mr. Walton made tiiem 
all become pleasantly at home. Mrs. Stone 
sent word that she was all ready to " dish up,'* 
and was informed that she might do so — and 
" the sooner the better." They now rose, one 
by one, from their seats, and strolled round the 
room looking at some trumpery prints upon the 
walls. Mr. Walton began to draw out his 
watch ; but he was stopped at half the chain^s 
length by a loud scream from below. It ap- 
peared to come from the kitchen. 

Mr. Short ran and opened the door. In- 
stantly a strong effluvium of hot grease and 
soot assailed all their noses. 

" Merciful heavens !" cried Mr. Walton, 
" what has happened !" 

A scrambling noise was heard below. Down 
stairs hurried Mary, closely followed by Mr. 
Short and Mr. Carl Kohl; while Mr. Waltoa 
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and Mr. Bainton paused on the first landing- 
place, shouting loudly, "What's the matter?" 
The noise from the kitchen continued, and the 
rank odour of the hot grease and soot ascended 
the stairs yet more offensively, accompanied by 
smoke and steam. 

" As sure as you're bom, Sir," exclaimed 
Mr. Walton to his sedate companion, " that 
infernal, officious, presumptuous, incompetent 
Mrs. Stone, has set fire to herself and every- 
body around her !" 

" She makes a great smoke, at all events," 
observed Mr. Bainton. 

" Ha ! that's true. It can't be a woman on 
fire — it's the house !" 

By this time Mary, Mr. Short, and Mr. 
Kohl had gained the region of trouble, where 
the following scene presented itself. On the 
middle of the kitchen floor stood smoking hot 
sauce-pans, stew-pans, a turbot-kettle, and a 
number of dish-covers, upon the top of every 
one of which was a cone of soot. The tables, 
dresser, shelves, plate-rack, and crockery cup- 
board were all covered with soot; every cup. 
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jug, cruet, canister, and cooking utensil had an 
upper garment of soot, and amidst the whole 
was Mrs. Stone, the house-servant, the girl, and 
a boy, each with a conical Persian cap of fine 
soot, their hands all covered with soot and 
grease, and their faces like chimney-sweepers. 
The chimney had taken fire in consequence of 
that abominable girl upsetting some melted 
butter just as poor Mrs. Stone was about to 
jmt the chopped lobster into it — and down 
oame a great sheet of soot. The energetic Mrs. 
Stone had immediately — at the risk of her life, 
as she said— caught up all her saucepans and 
things off the fire, and placed the dinner in 
safety upon the floor — there it was — all covered 
close. But the soot had fallen twice, and the 
chimney was all fiill of flames, if the gentlemen 
would only look up ! 

Thus invited, the two gentlemen advanced 
with alacrity. Mr. Short, however, checked 
himself, and said, as though he were wisely 
addressing his own rashness — "No, I thank 
you !" but the German, holding fast by his 
spectacles, looked up. 
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"A flat door-bourd — ^wood-plank!" cried he; 
" old door from hinge, someding — directly, 
Someding to smorzer der foy'r.'* 

" Any old cover of a copper or large box-lid 
will do I" exclaimed Mary. 

" Ya, ya, Madame — das is goot onderstand 
me. 

" Smother the fire in the grate," ejaculated 
Mr. Short, " while I poke it out beneath !" 

" Ya vol ; and stop der smoot same time 
from down falling !" 

Excited by these repeated calls, the boy ran 
away, and presently returned, bringing the 
cellar door with him, which he had lifted from 
its hinges. This, by the direction of Mr. Carl 
Kohl, they inserted and fixed between the fire 
and the aperture into the chimney, thus pre- 
venting the further faU of soot into the fire, 
together with the draught of wuid up the chim- 
ney from below. They then gave directions to 
the boy to poke the fire out. 

" Water ! water T* was the next cry, as they 
all ran up stairs; and into this service they 
pressed Mr. Walton, and Mr. Sainton, who, 
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with Mary, Mrs. Stone, and the girl, contrived 
to bring jugs, pails, and pitchers of water up 
stairs, while Mr. Short and Mr. Kohl ascended 
by a ladder into the loft above the attic, and 
thence out upon the top of the house. They 
immediately proceeded to the infuriate chimney, 
down which they commenced pouring water at 
a great rate amidst dense whirling volumes of 
black malignant-looking smoke. 

A loud knocking was now heard at the front 
door. 

" The police are knocking at the door !" cried 
Mr. Short. 

■ * More vasser !" cried Mr. Kohl, handing 
down a tin can, and a jug, to be filled again. 

The knocking was renewed. 

" The fire-engines have arrived !" cried Mrs. 
Stone, clasping her hands ; " and I shall have to 
pay all the same as if the house was on 
fire!" 

" Can you subdue the chimney ?" shouted 
Mr. Walton. 

" Yes, yes !" called Mr. Short, in a suffocated 
voice, and coughing very much afterwards. 
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" More vasser !" cried Mr. Kohl, handing an 
empty pail down the trap-door of the loft. 

Again was heard the knocking at the street 
door. 

" Don't let the fire-men in !" cried Mr. Wal- 
ton — ** don't open the door." 

" Say we're only burning a little tinder !" 
screamed Mrs. Stone. 

" That wretched boy has just let somebody 
in !" exclaimed Mr. Walton. 

The door was heard to close, and steps 
were hastily ascending the stairs. It was 
Archer. On the instant of Mary's reply to his 
letter, he had hurried ofi^ for Portsmouth. He 
sprang up from floor to floor, taking it for 
granted that the house was on fire at the top, 
but utterly confused by the emptiness of all the 
lower parts of the house, while voices were 
heard above, as if they all chose to stay and be 
burned. The strong stench of burnt grease 
and soot, with the clouds of smoke and steam, 
added not a little to his perplexity and dismay. 

He gained the last flight of stairs leading to 
the upper landing-place, beneath the trap-door 
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cf the loft, where stood a busy crowd — -Mary, 
Mr. Walton, Mrs. Stone, Mr. Sainton, and a 
girl, each holding a vessel, and surrounded by 
pails, jugs, and pitchers. Before he had time to 
utter a word, or the party had distinguished who 
he was, a voice from the loft called out, " More 

vass !" but it appeared that the speaker's 

foot slipped, and down through the trap-door 
fell a great tin can, at the same moment that a 
long black leg burst through the plaster-ceiling 
over their heads, followed by a shower of plaster 
and bits of mortar, while the tin can performed 
its clashing descent from one landing-place to 
the other, till it reached the foot of the stairs. 

The leg was withdrawn, and immediately 
afterwards two voices called from above, " It's 
out ! — ^it's out !" — ^which Archer, who supposed 
it referred to the leg, regarded as a happy re- 
lease. Distinguishing Mary amidst the smoke 
and smother, he caught her by the hem of her 
dress. 

" Mary !" 

" Archer !" 

VOL. I. O 
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" Yes — tell me, Mary, what in the world does 
all this mean ?" 

Before she had time to reply, two ftill-grown 
chimney-sweepers were seen to descend the 
ladder through the smoke of the fallen plaster. 
Mr. Sainton and Mary ran to receive the fore- 
most of these sooty figures, whom they led away 
into one of the attics ; the other was met by 
Mr. Walton, who, taking him by the hand, thus 
addressed him, leading him down stairs (and 
passing Archer without observing him) as he 
spoke : — 

"I am anxious, Sir, to do justice to your 
practical judgment, decision, and energy. I 
have been guilty — I frankly confess it, Mr. 
Charles Coal — of the vulgar prejudice of think- 
ing less of you because you were a foreigner, 
and even of doubting whether I could safely 
associate myself with you in the enterprise of 
business we have in hand. I hasten to make 
amends — to make the amongdey as the French 
call it. What you have just accomplished 
placts your abilities — oh ! I mean what I am 
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saying — ^places your abilities as a man of action 
— ^I say it does place your abilities as a man of 
action beyond all doubt — and not the less so 
that you have done all this upon an empty 
stomach. Henceforth I trust we shall be part- 
ners for life. But hasten now to put off this 
darkened appearance, and assume your proper 
form." 

They disappeared into one of the rooms on 
the second floor. Mary and two others had 
already moved off into one of the attics ; Mrs. 
Stone and the girl had run down stairs after 
the bouncing tin can; and Archer was left 
standing upon the landing-place below the attic 
floor, in considerable perplexity at all he had 
seen and heard. At length he murmured out 
with a long breath : " Strange reception for a 
lover I" 
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CHAPTER X. 

THE REVIVBD biNNBR — TOPICS OF INTEREST FALL OF 

AERIAL CASTLES — ARCHER AND MARY WALTON LISTEN 
TO REASON. 

The mystery of the two "gentlemen in 
bkck" was very soon explained to Archer. He 
had a hasty interview with Mary, which allayed 
the tumult into which his feelings had been 
thrown by her letter. They had so great an 
esteem for each other, grounded upon principles 
and sentiments so solid, that their differences 
always ended in renewed declarations of mutual 
regard and confidence. They separated for the 
evening in a very affectionate manner, Archer 
having declined to stay and partake of the 
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revived dinner, which was soon in a rapid state 
of progress. Mary did not oppose his going, as 
they could not be together all the evening, and 
she thought the conversation that was likely 
to transpire would not be very accordant with 
his taste at any time, far less after his recent 
excitement. 

Meantime the unfortunate, but resolute Mrs. 
Stone, being one of the strongest-minded women 
in Portsmouth, was busfly and hopeMy en- 
gaged in restoring the all but lost dinner to 
animation. With a presence of mind, and 
readiness of hand, peculiarly her own, she had, 
as she said, on the very first gush of melted 
butter into the fire, snatched off both the un- 
covered stew-pans, and whipped away the jack 
with the roast, so that the first fall of soot only 
gave black caps and bonnets to the tops of the 
saucepans and turbot-kettle, which " took no 
hurt ;" and before the second fall of soot, she 
had got every one of her saucepans and things 
safe off upon the middle of the floor, without 
stopping " so much as to wipe her face." She 
thus conceived, and rightly conceived, that she 
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had redeemed her word to Mr. and Miss Wal- 
ton ; and so she told them. They both received 
her exulting declarations with entire acquies- 
cence and good hiunour; and Mr. Walton 
complimented her rescue of the dinner in a 
Bomewhat clumsy pun upon the word restau^ 
rateuTy to which the good lady courtesied, per- 
ceiving something pleasant was intended. 

It occupied a full hour to restore the two 
metamorphosed guests, — at least to their human 
appearance. When, therefore, Mr. Short and 
Mr. Carl Kohl entered the dining-room, each 
attired, or rather swaddled, from head to foot in 
clothes belonging to Mr. Walton, the dinner 
was already placed upon the table. Everybody 
was so fatigued and famished that the present 
strange figures of the two recent " sweeps" 
induced no word from any one, and only a pass- 
ing smile. Mr. Walton hastily rose, — placed 
himself in the attitude of saying grace, and 
commenced the old-fashioned boarding-schocd 

one of, " for what we are going to receive ;*' 

but the grace was taken up by the sonorous 
voice of Mr. Bainton, who, with an over-hang- 
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ing face as rigid as a carving at a ship's head, 
began with the next word, and advanced into a 
perfectly new and lengthy grace, according to 
the last form adopted at his meeting-house. He 
went on, till, from sheer exhaustion, and not 
meaning to be irreverent, though perhaps he 
was rather provoked, Mr. Walton uttered a low, 
audible groan. But Mr. Bainton took this 
for a spiritual emotion, and raising his voice, 
launched out into an extemporaneous prayer, in 
which he was insensibly led on to express gra- 
titude for their recent escape from the devouring 
clement. This was too much for everybody. 
Mr. Short gave a sharp hem ; Mr. Carl Kohl 
pressed his spectacles upon his eyes; Mary 
looked close down into her plate; and Mr. 
Walton fairly laughed aloud, calling out, as 
he sank back in his chair, '' Beg your pardon, 
Bainton !" 

" Not my pardon," said Mr. Bainton, mildly, 
with a devout air, but taking his seat, and 
beginning slowly to rub his hands at the nice 
roast odour that suddenly reached his nose. 
All faces became brighter. There was no 
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general conversation during the next twenty 
minutes. 

" I begin to think," said Mr. Walton, as 
soon as the * devouring element' within him 
was somewhat appeased, ** that the project we 
have in view is precisely one of those which is 
called for by the time; and therefore that it 
will be supported — * provided always,' as the 
lawyers say." Here he stopped, and smiling 
upon a decanter of port, poured out a glass and 
drank it. 

" Provided," said Mr. Short, " that the call 
comes from an immediate public want, and not 
from the theoretical opinion of philanthropists 
as to what is wanted." 

" But there is no harm," observed Mary, " in 
having the philosophers on yoiu* side, I hope ?" 

" I don't know that. Miss Walton," replied 
Mr. Short, with a cunning look. " Practical 
men are apt to be alarmed when a dreamer 
starts up to be their champion. They fear they 
must have made a mistake in a figure some- 
where." 

" I wish," said Mary, laughing, " you would 
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give US some instance of a practical man, or a 
man of any kind, taking alarm at anybody who 
became his champion." 

" Mr. Short love not zee philosopher ; not at 
all," interposed Mr. Kohl. 

" To the point, now," said Mr. Bainton, " we 
have interrupted our friend here." 

" Proceed, I beg of you," cried Mr. Walton. 
•' I have asked you all to meet to-day, expressly 
that I might hear your opinions as to oiu* pro- 
ject, from your own mouths, and brought out in 
full force by any little collision and difference 
that may occur. You will each of you recollect 
that, when I first broached the matter to you, in 
my letters from Canada, I said, — Do not let us 
finally determine upon anything till we all meet. 
In fact, it was hardly possible to do so. I knew 
it was necessary that we should have our archi- 
tect's plans and estimates before us, and hear all 
he had to say. Highly as our fiiend, Mr. 
Charles Coal, was recommended to me by the 
letters of one of my timber agents in Germany, 
this is the first occasion on which I have had 
the pleasure to meet him." 

" We are all glad to see him," said Mr. 
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Bainton. " Now, the point is this — is the 
public ripe and ready for Associated Homes ? 
I do not mean — is the * public mind pre- 
pared ?' for if it be no further than that, we are 
a long way too soon. In this country the pub- 
lic mind is prepared twenty years before they 
extort a good new thing from the Legislature, 
and about ten years before they take up a new 
thing of importance, when it is within their 
reach, unless by some sort of accident or com- 
pulsion." 

" No politics !" said Mr. Short, filling his 
glass over the brim. 

" What we have to consider is this," pro- 
ceeded Mr. Bainton, " Is there a public want of 
Associated Homes, and does the public know 
that section of its own wants ? Does John 
Bull feel the want — see the sense of it — and 
will he be ready " 

" To jump at it ?" interrupted Mr. Walton. 

"Well-ordered houses and Associated Homes !" 
exclaimed Mr. Short, " upon economical, steady- 
going, mercantile principles, in strict accordance 
with aU the recognised usages and moral prin- 
ciples of society ; — none of your Robert Owen 
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systems, and Fonrriers and Jeremy Bentham- 
isms, and Trappisms, and St. Simonianisms, and 
theDeuce-knows-whatisms, or any other visionary 
humanitarianisms." 

" On strictly moral and religious principles/' 
said Mr. Bainton. 

"Tobesnre! Certainly!" said Mr. Walton. 
" What the devil " 

" Regular Established Church principles," 
said Mr. Short. 

" And Dissenting principles equally," inter- 
posed Mr. Bainton. 

" To be sure ! Certainly !" said Mr. Walton. 
" What the ahem !" 

" No religion," said Mr. Kohl, " must be 
not at all persecuted off. But, allow they to 
me — I shall once tell you — each house will best 
fill himself mit what he likes best." 

" Coal ! a glass of wine !" cried Mr. Walton. 

" You surely would not commence a public 
good," said Mary, addressing Mr. Short, " for 
the middle and working classes, by setting up 
any systems of exclusion. You are going to 
build houses for families, but not to build up 
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famfly consciences— or to erect a different set 
of houses for each sect and shade of religious 
persuasion ?" 

" That would never do," said Mr. Walton. 
" Besides we should never be able to get enough 
capital to build a town for troubled souls." 

" I also object to the introduction of the 
working classes into oiu* imdertaking/' said 
Mr. Short. "The working classes support 
nothing. They cannot be stirred up to move 
in their own most important affairs." 

" They carried the Reform Bill," observed 
Mary. 

" No politics, if you please. Miss Walton," 
resumed Mr. Bainton. " We intend — not a 
morsel more, Mr. Walton — yes, I see it is an 
excellent slice, but no more — we project, I 
say, the building of a series of combined houses 
for Associated Homes; each house to hold a 
number of distinct femili&s; each femily to 
have its separate rooms ; and there is to be 
one large kitchen for all, and the servants in 
common. Well " 

" Now, don't get prosy, Bainton ; there's a 
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good fellow," said Mr. Short, holding up a glass 
of wine to the light. 

" Well," proceeded Mr. Bainton, without 
condescending to notice the flippant interrup- 
tion, " if we four rightly understand ench 
other, we are the projectors and founders of the 
scheme." 

" Mr. Walton was first to me to write," said 
Mr. Kohl, bowing across the table. 

" Yes, Walton,'* — and Mr. Short clapped 
him upon the shoulder, " you shall be the 
projector!" 

" Oh, I claim no originality. The idea was 
first put into my head by a firiend of ours — 
Mr. Archer — you don't know him — in a drowsy 
sort of conversation we had, late, one night, in 
Canada, some six months ago. I dare say he 
has forgotten all about it by this time. We 
never spoke of it afterwards; but I thought 
much of it, very often in private, and so I wrote 
to you all as soon as the scheme had come to 
some matiuity in my head." 

" I have read of similar projects in one or 
two popular periodicals," said Mr. Bainton, 
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" but with no appearance of the writers intend- 
ing to cany it out." 

" That's our work," cried Mr. Walton. 
" Mary, my dear, have the table cleared. There ! 
— away with them — make haste. Now — never 
mind the projector, he is nobody — call it the 
wind — a fair one. Mr. Charles Coal, you are 
our designer and architect ; Mr. Short and 
myself -will supply the imderstanding and frame 
of things — timber, my boys ; Bainton, you are 
our builder ; and the most intelligent of the 
middle classes will be our delegated tenants.— 
Right-fol-de-riddle lol de ray !" 

" But mine gooter friend, zee housen are not 
alone up-builded mit timber." 

" True, true ; I quite forgot. We can easily 
contract for bricks." 

" Eef you are not engaged youself, dare is a 
goot man of my knowledge, who would well 
supply us. His name is Downs." 

" Ah, John Downs !" exclaimed Mr. Walton. 
" I know him, and a curious sort of chap he is. 
We were shipwrecked together in coming from 
Canada. He was taken in charge by the police 
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the other day, wasn't he, Mr. Coal, for knocking 
a policeman's hat off in the dockyard, because 
one of the inspectors said you were an im- 
poster, and no fig-merchant." 

" No, not true !" exclaimed Mr. Kohl, anx- 
iously. " Said Mr. Down to the gate-man, 
this is one German merchant ; he named, me 
merchant becoze he was fearsomelish dat eef he 
say I bin an architect they not let me come 
within. Zen I go home, followed by the blue 
soldiers ; but Mr. Down go in, ^.nd meet mit 
misfortune." 

" I know all about it," said Mr. Bainton. 
"A shipwright well known to me — a leading 
man in the dockyard — came to me and told me 
the scrape Downs had got himself into ; and as 
I have a sort of regard for Downs, notwith- 
standing the great fool he often makes of him- 
self—" 

" Good," said Mr. Walton. 

" I went with this shipwright to the poUce 
inspectors, and told them who Downs was, 
and that there was nothing bad in his intentions, 
only he was very odd in his temper and ways. 



208 THE DREAMER 

So they let him out. Nothmg would do but 
he must take me to the * George/ to have a 
bottle of wine with him ; and because the ship- 
wright declined to go with us, he tried to force 
him to accept his huge silver warming-pan of a 
watch, with its copper chain and seals, as a keep- 
sake, till at length Harding was obliged to take 
to his heels, laughing." 

"Harding, was it — you know, Harding?" 
cried Mr. Walton and Mary at the same time. 

" I have known him from a boy, so high," 
proceeded Mr. Bainton, holding one hand level 
with Mary's elbow ; " and a better workman, or 
a more soimd-minded character of a man, I 
never met. I know several doings of his, quite 
as good as that affair of the raft, which Mr. 
Downs told me." 

" We must go and see him," said Mary to 
Mr. Walton. " Our delay looks ateady very 
ungrateful." 

" That's true, Mary ; so we will. We owe 
our lives — nothing less — I always shall say it — 
to that man." 

" And so this Mr. Downs, then," interrupted 
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Mr. Short impatiently, " is proposed for our 
brick-maker. Will he be a safe man to contract 
with?" 

" Quite so," said Mr. Bainton. 

" Mary, my dear," cried Mr. Walton, " bring 
me pen and ink, and my carpenter's pencil, some 
cartridge paper, a rule and compasses, and a quire 
of foolscap. Gentlemen, fill your glasses! A 
toast ! All filled ? — ' May we all make our for- 
tunes by benevolent actions !' " 

Having thus drank the best success to their 
own public spirit, and the good services they 
intended to perform for the middle classes, the 
writing and sketching materials were placed 
upon the table ; Mary retired to make some tea 
and coflfee ; and the enterprising building firm 
of Associated Homes, their heads and hands 
busy with sketches, plans, diagrams, and esti- 
mates, went to work upon the first substantial 
foundation of things — ^paper. 

Here we must leave them. 

Archer came early next morning. The con- 
/ersation he had with Mary was long and 
serious ; full of affection, yet touched with pain- 

VOL. I. P 
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ful misgivings on both sides ; partly with refe- 
rence to some portions of Archer's letter, and 
partly also with regard to the difficult circum- 
stances in which they stood. The day they had 
fixed for their marriage was fast approaching, 
but none of the pleasant and harmonious events 
they had expected to precede or accompany it 
were at all likely to be realised. In their happy 
short-sightedness, when they had fixed the day, 
the ready and cordial co-operation of Mr. Walton 
and Miss Judith Walton, his maiden sister, had 
been fully calculated upon ; and as for Archer, he 
made no doubt that time had softened his uncle, 
who would not withhold his consent, and after a 
few dull dialogues and demurs, he could not do 
otherwise than forward Archer's happiness by 
every assistance in his power. His uncle had 
no family ; in fact, Archer was his nearest rela- 
tion ; he was rich, and did not know what to do 
with his money. Archer and Mary were to be 
married — start off for Italy, go to Rome, and 
Florence, and Naples, and return home through 
Spain and France, or Germany (Archer had not 
made up his mind which), and then, on arriving 
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in England, or very soon afterwards, Archer's 
uncle would probably obtain for him some post 
in the foreign department of a government or 
. other office — ^by way of making him work at 
something useful and disagreeable, and of no 
advantage to his future life. This, together 
with an occasional article in a review or maga- 
zine, would be quite enough for the present, and 
enable them to wait the course of events. Mary, 
on the other hand, did not set so much account 
by all these expectations of Archer's, as upon 
the behaviour of her father and aunt towards 
them ; but as nothing of this was certain, she 
said nothing about it to Archer. She, however, 
listened with a pleased ear to all his profuse 
projects of travelling, though with some inward 
misgivings that he was running on a little too 
fast. 

But how stood the actual case at present ? 
What was the true position of all parties ? In 
the first place, Mary had an instinctive feeling 
that she was not in all respects suited to Archer, 
and had some painful doubts as to whether she 
could make Archer happy as a wife, and whe- 

p 2 
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ther he was the man most suited to her real 
happiness. She scarcely knew within herself 
what it was that gave her a general sense of their 
mutual unsuitableness. She loved Archer, yet 
she could not contemplate their approaching 
marriage without a troubled mind. She could 
give no distinct reasons to herself for this, and 
was, in fact, rather ashamed of it as a weakness. 
With respect to Archer, he had, perhaps, 
somewhat similar impressions, but was disposed 
to be the philosopher as well as the poet in the 
matter. " I have had most lovely visions in my 
youth," said he to himself, " visions too beautiful 
and ecstatic to be realised ; at all events, I have 
never been able to reaUse them, nor must I any 
longer expect it. When 1 was a child, Fairy 
Land did not seem very far off; it was only one 
night's journey : then, to cross a few fields at 
day-break, and a river, and a green meadow with 
a bull in it ; and then to run through a forest at 
sun-rise. When I got to the other side, there 
was the Land — I heard the music from the 
palace on the hill, and I saw the beautiful en- 
chantress coming out of the grotto to meet me ! 
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I was obliged to give up all hopes of that kind 
before I was twenty. I must give up some I 
have since indulged. What right have I to 
expect so much in a woman? I am conscious 
of many things in myself that should teach me 
to be less exacting ; — difficult lesson, but one that 
sooner or later everybody has to learn. Then, 
my worldly circumstances are very indifferent 
and precarious. My literary position is compa- 
ratively private, and therefore unprofitable. I 
have managed badly, or idly, or stupidly, some- 
how ; very inferior men to me, so my fiiends 
say, make good incomes by literature — I, com- 
paratively, nothing. I have not gone to sleep 
over my work, nor dreamed of things without 
turning some of them to good mental account ; 
but I have not pushed them into the proper 
channels. Perhaps there was no quarter for which 
they were at all suitable. But why do I trouble 
myself so much about this ? I have something 
— I can do something — and my uncle probably 
means well, at bottom. And why also do I vex 
my soul with apprehensions and doubts as to 
Mary ? — handsome in face, beautiful in form, of 
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a noble character and even temper, rather well 
read, and of a public spirit, ardent for the pro- 
gress of the world. She is not very poetically 
inclined, 'tis true — poets' wives scarcely ever 
have been — which is an evil, undoubtedly; still 
she may improve in that, and in other things ; 
and I am quite sick of living alone — sick of 
everything being done by myself, for myself, and 
I not contributing to the happiness of another, 
nor receiving happiness from another in whom I 
may find, as Shelley says, 'all sympathies in 
one/ Therefore, to no doubts or hesitations, 
suggested by Mary's over-anxious thoughts, will 
I listen — except, indeed, some further delay may 
be advisable." 

Thus much for the first and deepest conside- 
ration between the lovers. As to circumstances, 
we may add, that Mr. Walton said nothing ; and 
that Mary's rich aunt. Miss Judith Walton, had 
merely written, with a cold allusion to the approach- 
ing marriage, that she should shortly pay her 
brother a visit at Portsmouth, and then, she 
supposed, she should see the gentleman of whom 
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her niece had spoken in such high terms. Mary 
was vexed and uncomfortable, but there seemed 
no help for it but patience. 

The lovers eventually agreed to listen to 
reason, as it was unavoidably elicited between 
them, and to delay their marriage a few months 
longer. With this concession down went all the 
castles which Archer had built amidst the clear 
azure skies of Italy. He saw them sink with 
much sadness ; delays were proverbially danger- 
ous, and happiness was always sweetest before the 
hopes that led to it were old, and weary of long 
watching — sweetest, in fact, while the hopes still 
formed a part of that happiness. Yes, the 
danger of delays was one of those old proverbs 
that commonly proved true. But what was to 
happen in this case ? Archer could see nothing 
— ^Mary could see nothing. Then, nothing was 
likely to happen. They both agreed to devise 
some fresh interest or occupation to fill up the 
intermediate period. What this was, we shall 
presently see. 
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CHAPTER XL 

THB POET AND THB MECHANIC ABCHER's ADVICE TO 

HARDING ON THB SELF-EDUCATION OF A WORKING 
MAN. 

But after all, what were a few months? 
Time soon passes. They must make the best 
of the interval. By waiting a little longer, they 
would soon come to understand their own feel- 
ings for each other thoroughly, now that they 
had begun to consider these things closer. Not 
that Archer thought that time would make any 
diflference in his feelings or wishes ; he was sure 
it would not. However, as Mary requested 
this postponement, he had agreed. Circum- 
stances might also take a favourable turn with 
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respect to his uncle, and also in his own position 
in literature, which he resolved to make some 
fresh effort to improve. An occasional magazine- 
article or review, long digested, and written with 
great care and refinement, did not produce a 
sufficient addition to his small income, he could 
but admit. He would therefore seek other 
quarters for similar productions; or perhaps 
write a philosophical novel, a subject for which 
had often presented itself to his mind. He 
determined to set about these things as soon 
as he could sufficiently collect and arrange his 
ideas. 

At present, however. Archer felt in a very 
unsettled state, as was natural he should, upon 
such a check to his impulses. He took a long 
and solitary morning's walk upon the beach, 
discoursing at times to the sea ; and finally he 
bathed. In the afternoon he went to visit 
Harding at the Dock-yard. 

Here Archer found many objects to arrest 
his attention and excite an interest. But in 
his admiration of the surprising works of the 
place, he did not pass slightly over, as it is 
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SO common to do, the men who were employed 
upon them. The more skilled among the 
workmen were especial objects of interest to 
him, and chiefly, of course, his attention was 
fixed upon Harding. Their meeting was most 
cordial, and a mutual pleasure. Archer went 
again next day to see him, and invited him to 
come and take a walk in the evening with him 
on the ramparts, after he left the Dock-yard, 
whibh would be at six o'clock. This proposal 
Harding gladly accepted. 

At the appointed time Archer repaired to the 
ramparts. He saw Harding already walking 
there, dressed in a dark blue pilot coat, but- 
toned close up, and low-crowned beaver hat, 
with a broad brim, and a broad silk band. He 
might have been taken for the gunner, or 
carpenter of a man-of-war, "ashore on leave," 
only that he walked steadily straight forward, 
and without the indolent roll or lurch of a 
seaman. 

After some desultory conversation. Archer 
asked him if he adopted any plan for self- 
improvement. He said, no— ^no regular plan. 
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but that he read some of the cheap periodicals 
of the time, such as "The Working Man's 
Friend," " Chambers' Miscellany of Useful and 
Entertaining Tracts," "Eliza Cook's Journal," 
" The Family Herald," " The Mechanics' Maga- 
zine," and now and then a weekly newspaper ; 
and that he and two others subscribed for 
" Punch," which he finally kept as his own, by 
agreeing to have him last. 

"All these are very good for you," said 
Archer, " but you ought to do more for your- 
self than this." 

" And sometimes * Tales of Horror/ and the 
* Terrific Register,' " continued Harding rather 
hesitatingly ; adding, in a deprecatory tone, " one 
feels very duU and heavy after work sometimes." 

" So you stir your mind up," said Archer 
laughing, " with a horrible Newgate story, now 
and then, or the biographical reminiscences of 
some ghost in a bloody sheet." 

" Very seldom, though ; and I believe. Sir, it 
really is a waste of time. But the good things 
I get hold of in other works, though they add 
so much to my knowledge, do yet, at the same 
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time, make me more than ever aware of my 
ignorance. They continually refer to things 
concerning which I need help— or at least to be 
shown how I may leam to help myself." 

** Ah ! the self-education of a working man," 
said Archer, ^Ms a very difficult undertaking; 
partly, from his want of sufficient time ; partly, 
from the want of means; but more than aQ, 
for the want of proper direction in the employ- 
ment of such time and such means as he really 
possesses. 

" Perhaps, Mr. Archer, you would be so kind 
as to give me your advice in this matter." 

" I shall most willingly do so ; and yet not 
without some apprehensions and demurs, lest, 
by any misdirection of the few hours you can 
obtain before the mechanical labours of the day 
commence, or after your day's work, I should 
do you the great injury of exciting all these 
eflForts, without any adequate result. However, 
I will tell you what I consider to be the best 
course for a working man to adopt in his 
arduous task of self-education." 

" I shall be very grateful to you, Mr. Archer. 
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And, besides, I shall have more time for it in the 
winter quarter now approaching, when we leave 
work in the Dock-yard at half-past four o'clock." 

" Then you might very well work for your 
mind, from six or seven o'clock to ten." 

" Or eleven, or twelve o'clock sometimes." 

" Good. Now, in the first place, I shall take 
it for granted that the working man thoroughly 
knows his own business — ^is sufficiently a master 
of the trade or handicraft by which he earns his 
bread. This being understood — and I may fairly 
say jthis to a man like you, Harding — one who is so 
masterly a hand in all departments of his work — 
I would then ask you, and any mechanic or 
artizan like you, a question at which you will 
certainly smile. Do you ever read poetry ?" 

" Not often. Sir." 

" Will you tell me why not ? I have my 
own impressions of the reason, but am curious 
to hear yours." 

" Perhaps I have no imagination to meet it 
with ?" 

" That would indeed be a final answer ; but 
that is not your case. Your mind is of course 
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rather hard and matter of fact, like tout daihr 
work, but you have enough imagination to 
comprehend poetry up to a certain point ; and 
as to comprehend it, is to enjoy it, I wish to 
know vour reason for not readino^ it." 

" WeD, Sir — I find I either do not care for 
it, because I gain nothing fix)m it, and it seems 
trivial, and, if I may say so, below me ; — or else 
it is above me, and I do not understand it." 

" This is just what I expected," said Archer. 

" But poetry was never intended for a work- 
ing man, as I think ; neither do I know. Sir, 
what to make of the opinion the world entertains 
of poets and poetry. Hot and cold are blown 
upon them; and black and white are talked 
about them." 

" Poetry and poets," replied Archer, " are 
indeed in a most anomalous position in the 
minds of mankind. In the abstract, they are 
treated with the highest admiration and regard ; 
practically and personally they are treated 
lightly, if not laughed at. Well, then, that a 
poet should of all things in the world propose 
poetry as a fit study for a working man, would 
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ensure a large amount of laughter from the 
majority of hearers. Imagine, therefore this 
recommendation of mine to be made ; that it is 
extremely laughed at ; and, as there comes an 
end to merriment at some time or other, even 
when at the expense of visionaries and dreamers, 
let us suppose that this laughter has at 
length ceased. I shall now perhaps be allowed 
to offer my reasons. I consider, then, that 
after a working man is master of his handi- 
craft or means of existence, what he most 
wants, is to get some beauty into his soul. 
His nature needs this, whether the man is 
aware of his want, or not. As for all the sad 
realities, or the more common-place events of 
actual life put into verse, I do not refer to any 
such things. They will do no good to a 
working man's dormant or troubled spirit. 
They neither rouse, nor soothe, nor elevate. He 
knows all the realities and common occurrences 
of his life too well already. What he needs 
is something that shall carry him out of 
himself — ^beyond the wretched or harsh and 
heavy circumstances that surround him — 
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something that shall lift him up into an 
ethereal realm — a brighter world of ideas and 
hopes — a new and heavenly region, sueh as he 
dreamed of when a child. What we dream of 
in childhood we should, without n^lecting 
needful realities, continue to dream as men, 
though constantly ascending in the form and 
character of those dreams. This is poetry ; this 
is to get beauty into your soul, and help, and 
inward wings for fresher life ; this is the true 
utilitarian poetry. As for practical poetry — 
shipwright's songs, weaver's songs, the mechanic's 
little warbler, verses for the million, poetry for 
the people — they will do nothing of any perma- 
nent utility, and, like Soyer's soup and poor 
man's plaister, they only keep out the wind, and 
fill up an interval of time, so that a man may 
have a chance of life if ever a bright day should 
come. What I propose to you, is to seek the 
bright day by the shortest cut — to hasten 
through the shady sweet-briar lanes into the 
sun-lit fields— and not to waste your time and 
hopes in walking through London suburbs, and 
dusty tea-gardens by the side of a dyke, or 
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through back streets and alleys full of brokers' 
shops, with all their musty-minded old furniture, 
and sentimental pans and pipkins, and old 
chairs, under the misguided notion of mental 
improvement, and that these are things that 
come home to the hearts and souls of mankind. 
Such things are not for poetry, and their versifiers 
are not poets. Those who write down to you, 
help to keep you down." 

" This is the only sort of poetry, as they call 
it, I ever see," said Harding : " I never cared 
much about it." 

" The less the better." 

" But I still do not understand. Sir, what you 
recommend me to read in this way ; and I also 
should like to ask you about some other things 
besides poetry .'* 

" Ah, I see you are a little alarmed about the 
poetry question. If you can get a day's holiday, 
and come and pass a few hours with me at my 
lodgings, I shall be very glad to give you all the 
assistance in my power." 

" I could have a day to-morrow, Mr. Archer, 
if that would suit you." 

" By all means ; yes, come to-morrow. You 
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need not fear but I have other things to recom- 
mend to your attention besides poetry. I should 
next recommend to you to read modem history. 
That you may property comprehend the political 
condition of your own country, some historical read- 
ing is indispensable. Difficulties, however, occur 
here, almost as great as those which beset poetry.^ 

" At all events I can read the * History of Eng- 
land,' " said Harding. " I have partly done so." 

" What I meant by difficulties," said Archer, 
'' is the want of truthfulness and strict impar- 
tiality in the historians, and their want of public 
spirit and enlarged views. Their histories are, 
nearly every one of them, merely records of the 
great events of kings' reigns as they relate to the 
kings and nobles, and rich men of the country, 
and the important foreign relations; but the 
great events relating to the people are generally 
passed over with a slight remark, or with a false 
coloiuing.* A true and complete history of 
England does not exist in any single work. As 
a proof of the condition of history, let us take 

* The fine portions of English history by Mr. Macaulay^ 
and Miss Martineau, had not appeared when the above 
was written. 
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any great national events involving foreign coun- 
tries, even in our own day — say in Spain or 
India — ^read the English acxx)\mt, then the 
French account, then the American account, and 
then read the comments made in Germany, pr in 
Ireland — and what a romance does it all become !" 

" But, surely this is not the case with our own 
history of England — written here, in the coun- 
try, with all the records of the facts to be found, 
locked up somewhere, I suppose, in colleges and 
museums. How could they venture to tell lies ?'* 

" Well now, Harding, for instance — ^you have 
heard of Wat Tyler f' 

" Yes." 

" Just tell me all you know about him." 

"He was a blacksmith. He killed a tax- 
gatherer, who was about to oflfer some gross 
violence to his daughter — settled him with a 
blow of his hammer." 

" Go on." 

" And served him right." 

"Well, what next?" 
* " He then became a leading rebel, and got a 
ferocious mob together, and after committing all 
sorts of crimes, went to meet the king. The 
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king spoke very civifly to him ; but he made 
some insolent answer, and was knocked off his 
horse by the Lord Mayor of London, and killed. 
The rebels rose in a rage at this, but the mob being 
addressed kindly by the king, soon dispersed. 
The leaders were then arrested, tried, and sen- 
tenced to death." 

" A good rough sample," replied Archer, " of 
the general impression, conveyed by nearly all the 
English histories. But listen to the undisguised 
truth. Wat, the Tyler, did kill a tax-collector, for 
offering a gross personal offence to his daughter, 
under pretence of establishing a legal daim to an 
odious and oppressive tax. This private exaspera- 
tion was the torch that set fire to the already in- 
flammable mass of popular indignation at intolera- 
ble oppressions ; and a great rebellion was the 
result. It was headed by Wat Tyler. It was no 
mere mob — no vulgar riot ; it was a vast and 
imdisciplined army — a rising of the people, in the 
space of three days, to the extent of upwards of a 
hundred thousand men. In the * Histories' written 
by Carte, Hume, and other royalists, they are 
called * the common people' and * the low people.' 
This army of the people drove the tyrannical. 
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nobles and their retainers pell-mell before them, 
and committed many shocking excesses, as vic- 
torious armies commonly do, when mad with 
excitement ; — no better, and no worse than that ; 
except that pillage was not their object, nor was 
it allowed. The riches of the hated nobles were 
burned with their palaces. The king fled to the 
Tower for refiige, and the people were masters 
of London. They cried 'Long live King 
Richard,' and proposed terms to the king ; most 
reasonable terms — such as the ' abolition of 
slavery ; freedom of commerce in market towns, 
without tolls and imposts ; a fixed rent on lands, 
instead of services due to viUainage, a general 
pardon, &c. The king agreed to all those terms, 
and signed the dociunents. Thirty clerks were 
at work all night making copies of the charter. 
The people thus obtained charters of privileges 
— and a free pardon for the rebellion. The boy- 
monarch, who was not yet sixteen years of age, then 
issued forth fi-om his refiige. All was in a fair 
train for reconciliation, when this juvenile majesty 
with his suite met Wat Tyler, at the head of 
a body of his partisans in Smithfield, apparently 
by accident ; but this does not matter. During 
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the parley, Wat Tyler said something which was 
construed into offence by the Lord Mayor 
(whose ' loyalty had been sharpened,' as Charles 
Knight tells us, by the insurgents having de- 
stroyed some of his private property), upon which 
he suddenly stabbed Wat Tyler in the throat. 
Tyler fell from his horse, and was despatched by 
some of the king's followers. The surroimding 
people rose in fury at this, but were checked by the 
boy-king bravely, and with wonderftd presence of 
mind, (even if suggested hastily by some one near 
him), riding forward among them, and pacifying 
them with bland words, imtil his soldiers arrived 
in great force. The people were immediately 
dispersed; and a dreadful revenge was soon taken 
upon them. All the treaties, and contracts, and 
promises were broken by the king, without even a 
show of decent hesitation. The king said the char- 
ters all meant nothing. He announced this by pro- 
clamation ! The hangings in chains, and behead- 
ings were incessant. No less than one thousand 
five hundred of the people were executed /" 

" Horrible ! Ah, I see— Wat Tyler, then, was 
not a mere ignorant savage and blood-thirsty 
rebel, but a working man at the head of a great 
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mass of people, demanding some justice and 
Kberty." 

" And not more than they now possess. As 
for Wat Tyler's character, motives, and inten- 
tions, they are doubtftd : there is no doubt about 
the king's. Did any one ever hear of so vile a 
display of the total want of all moral principle 
and conscience in so young a man ? But the 
histories of England all slur it over as adroitly 
as they can. One or two have shown signs of 
wishing to speak out, but have been withheld." 

Harding gave a deep sigh. He then said, as 
if wishing to relieve himself of a painful weight : 
"I have forgotten to tell you that I have read 
some voyages and travels." 

" That is a very good thing to do occasionally ; 
and I would also exhort you to take every oppor- 
tunity of attending any lectures that may be 
given at Mechanics' Institutes on scientific sub- 
jects — ^particularly chemistry, mechanics, geology, 
natural history, and astronomy. You would be 
the better prepared to understand these lectures, 
if you would first read any simjde and rudimen- 
tary treatise upon such of these sciences as most 
excited and interested you. Mathematics, and 
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drawing, particularly perspective drawing, and 
the drawing of geometrical figures, would surely 
be of especial service to you. If you have 
a taste for music, you might very weQ do some- 
thing in tliat way ; or if you have an aptitude 
for languages, you would do well to study French, 
and chiefly with a view to speaking it, which 
might prove very useful to you. All these 
things, and far more, have been done fi-om time 
to time, by working men like yourself. Be 
hopeful then, and persevering, and in a few years 
you may do the same, or something else as good." 

" I am afraid," said Harding, " considering 
the time I can afford, that I cannot venture upon 
so many things." 

" I mean you only to choose those you feel 
most aptitude to study." 

" But what you say. Sir, about history, puzzles 
me, and shakes all my faith in books. I never 
supposed that Wat Tyler had the right on his 
side. But there seems no doubt about it." 

" This," said Archer, '* is only one event out 
of the great historical ocean of unfaithftdness. 
Let us take another far wider range. What is 
your impression of the objects of the French 
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Revolution — of our twenty years' war with 
France — and the chief cause of Napoleon's down- 
fall?" 

"This is rather too much at once," said 
Harding, with a smile, and shaking his head. 
" I had rather not tackle it." 

" Just say what you think — ^as an English- 
man." 

" Why then I think, of course, that England 
was in the right — and I say — down with all our 
enemies !" 

" Yes, yes, to be sure," laughed Archer ; " and 
if you spoke the result of your national feelings 
and opinions, derived from all you have read, 
heard, and fancied, you could say much more. 
Now, tell me." 

" I should say that the cause of the French 
Revolution was the determination of all those 
who had nothing, to possess themselves of the 
property of all those who had much ; and that 
the horrors of the Revolution were caused by 
the blood-thirsty natures of the French people, 
who were nearly all drunk or mad at this time." 

" Come, that is pretty well ; and now for our 
twenty years' war." 
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"Our twenty years' war with France, was 
because England was the champion of humanity 
and good order, and a special friend to the legiti- 
mate kings of France, whom the English were 
resolved, at all costs, to replace upon the throne 
which had been usurped by Napoleon." 

"The Corsican Monster?" 

" Yes. As for Napoleon himself, I think he 
was a great commander — ^very ambitious, and 
despotic, and cruel — ^yet in some respects a great 
man too ; that he would invade and make war 
with everybody, till the French overran Europe, 
and were only stopped by England. The cause 
of his fall was the Battle of Waterloo." 

As Harding said this, he laughed with Arch^, 
being well aware that it was but a very rough 
draft of so large a map of history and bio- 
graphy. 

" Your answer," said Archer, " is exactly what 
I anticipated. It speaks the opinions and im- 
pressions of hundreds of thousands, nay, millions 
in this country — perhaps of the great majority 
of the middle and working classes, who have 
any notions at all upon the matter. Now, pray 
listen to the truth. Let us have our roast beef. 
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and have also some respect for reason and justice 
in speaking of our neighbours." 

" Well, I can't forget Fm an Englishman ; at 
the same time, I hope I can give fair play to the 
French." 

" The main object of the French Revolution," 
proceeded Archer, " was to obtain a Constitu- 
tion. The slavery and misery of the people 
had lasted for ages. The American Revolution 
(which France aided), the writings of several 
great French authors, and a famine, all com- 
bined to arouse them to resistance. A weak 
Government, an exhausted Exchequer, favoured 
the attempt. They rose in rebellion ; half-armed, 
they took the Bastille by storm ; all their efforts 
were successful, and they obtained a Constitution 
regularly agreed to, and settled by the King. A 
number of the princes of the blood, nobles, and 
great landed proprietors, who were ruined by 
this popular movement, emigrated ; the greater 
part of them coming to England — ^most imfor- 
tunately thus honoured by their choice. These 
princes and nobles shortly began to intrigue with 
friends in France, and eventually with the King, 
with a view to their return, and to bring about 
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the old state of things. The plot was disco- 
vered. The people rose in alarm and indigna- 
tion, seized the King ; he was found guilty, and 
decapitated. The King's son (the Dauphin) 
was imprisoned, and died there ; but the King's 
brothers escaped. England having received 
most of the refiigees, appears to have thought 
herself bound to espouse their cause ; — at any 
rate, she espoused the cause of Legitimacy and 
Divine Right, against the cause of Constitutional 
liberty and the People. I say England did this ; 
but let us place the full weight upon the right 
shoulders. It was not the act of the English 
people, but of the English Tory Government, 
the Prime Minister being Pitt. The war-cry 
was raised in the cause of kingship and despot- 
ism; and Austria, Prussia, and Russia joined 
England, and their combined armies marched to 
the French frontiers to place the legitimate suc- 
cessor of the decapitated King upon the throne 
of France, restoring the former order of things, 
in opposition to the Constitution. The French 
people were made furious by this interference and 
hostility ; they repulsed their assailants, became 
ferociously suspicious of all around them, and 




AND THE WORKER, 237 

madly enacted the crimes and horrors of the 
Revolution." 

" But where was Napoleon at this time ?" 

" Napoleon now came into action as an 
artillery officer. The allied armies increased, 
and renewed their attacks upon the French 
frontier. The French vigorously defended them- 
selves ; Napoleon rapidly rose to the first com- 
mand, and was continually victorious. He drove 
the armies from the frontier, and pursued some 
of them into their own countries. He con- 
quered Italy, Prussia, and Austria. He sub- 
jugated kings and emperors, and then made 
treaties of peace with them." 

" But will this account for all his invasions, 
and love of war ?" 

" No. Some of his invasions were with a 
view to enforce his Continental System, in order 
to destroy the commerce of his great foe, 
England ; — he could not get at us in any other 
way so effectively, had his system succeeded. 
But there was no excuse for his invasion of 
Egypt, and St. Domingo. As the excitement 
of these wars continued, the national mind of 
England naturally became inflamed against the- 
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French, — and Napoleon had become fond of his 
horrid trade of war, which impelled him to his 
last disastrous attempt to enforce his Con- 
tinental System upon Russia. He lost his 
enormous army; reverses and ruin threatened 
him on all sides ; and accordingly ^ the emperors 
and kings whom he had subdued, all violated 
their treaties, and again allied themselves with 
England against him." 

" Was this the Holy Alliance ?" 
" Yes ; you may well ask the question. 
This pious combination, supported throughout by 
the prodigal wealth of England, (created by the 
matchless industry and skill of our tax-burdened 
people,) and led on by the steady valour of oiu* 
soldiers, accomplished the final overthrow of 
Napoleon, and placed a legitimate Divine Right \ 

nonentity upon the French throne, in defiance 
of the people. The grand error of Napoleon, 
and chief cause of his reverses, his ruin, and 
fall, was his desertion of the principles of liberty 
and popular representation upon which he had 
risen. Not content with having made himself 
the greatest Emperor of the earth, he was yet 
anxious to ally himself with those who were 
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born with crowns in their cradles, and to make 
his own sovereignty hereditary. He fell — and 
he deserved to fall — because, being the man 
of the people who were devoted to him, he 
allied himself with the kings who feared and 
hated him." 

" And did England, besides fighting for all 
these things, pay for them also ?" 

" She fought for them all, and paid for the 
greater part. First, she fought against the 
establishment of a Constitution in France (the 
true principle of the French Revolution), and 
the statistical estimate of the money we expended 
in that war, from 1793 to the peace of Amiens 
in 1802, amounts to upwards of four hundred 
and sixty millions. If we add to this the money 
borrowed to maintain such prodigality, and the 
interest upon this in thirty years, it will more 
than double the sum I first mentioned. Next, 
our war to support the principle of Divine Right 
and French Legitimacy against Napoleon, cost 
enormous sums, much above one thousand mil- 
lions. Agam, we had to borrow money — and 
again comes the interest upon the debt — I am 
afraid to say how much. The gross amount, 
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however, of the expense to England far exceeded 
two thousand millions." 

" But what have we gained by it ? We, as 
Englishmen, are willing to pay, as well as to 
fight, for any good to our countr)', or the world. 
What has been finally gained ?" 

"Nothmg. The 'Three Days' in France 
defeated all the intended results, both in prin- 
ciple and practise. They restored the French 
Constitution, which had been sought by the 
French Revolution; they destroyed then, and 
for ever, the principle of Divine Right and 
Legitimacy ; and they enabled the French people 
to choose their own King. Our monstrous 
national debt is our only result." 

** And the rest of the Holy Alliance V' 

"The only result to Russia, Austria, and Prussia, 
was the restoration to their legitimate despots of 
their ancient despotisms unchecked, together with 
the power to re-enslave Spain, Italy, and Poland, 
and to reinstate a heap of petty Grerman Princes.* 
The * Three Days' in Paris destroyed the principle 
of all these wars with France. What a comment on 
physical force ! The heroes of the 'Three Days' had 
♦ And, latterly, to crush Hungary. 
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the moral force of the nation on their side : 
they were the spiritual sons of the half-armed 
men who took the Bastille, and first obtained a 
Constitution." 

A long silence ensued. 

" Well, Mr. Archer," said Harding, fetching 
a deep breath, " I am an Englishman — and you 
are an Englishman, for all that ; but it seems to 
me, somehow, that this is the hardest day's 
work I have ever had ! My head buzzes with 
it. A pretty sort of History of England will be 
written some day !" 

At this they both laughed, shook hands, and 
parted for the night. 

" Come early to-morrow, you know," said 
Archer, turning round ; " come as early as you 
like. You shall have several things besides 
history." 
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CHAPTER XII. 



THE EABLY BATH ; AN UNSENTIMENTAL DESCBIPTION— * 

HAB ding's day WITH ABCHEB BOOKS BY THE FIRB 

SUBJBCT OF THE SELF- EDUCATION OF A WOBKIN6 

MAN, CONTINUED HABDING's AMBITION AND VIEWS — 

•RAMBLE AT SUNSET DBEAMS IN FULL WOBK. 



Archer awoke the next morning much earlier 
than usual, having gone to bed over-night with 
the impression that he had told Harding to 
come early. It was not six o'clock. He cer- 
tainly did not expect Harding at such an hour 
as that. However, as he was awake, he deter- 
mined to get up forthwith, and go down to the 
sea-beach, and take a hasty bath, and a brisk 
walk before breakfast. 

He opened his bed-room shutters, and let in 
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the dusky light. No one was up in the house ; 
he had therefore to grope his way through the 
passage, and unbar and unlock the door. He 
hurried down the silent street, with all its closed 
doors and shutters, — ^passed the fortified bridge 
leading to Southsea, — and gained the common, 
A more uninviting scene than Southsea Com- 
mon, particularly upon this occasion, could not 
well be conceived. 

It was a very cold, dull morning, in the be- 
ginning of November. A white frost was upon 
the common. There was a north-east wind,, 
and plenty of it. A distant clock struck six. 
Archer stood still, and rubbed his cold finger- 
nails, hesitatingly. He heard the melancholy 
voice of a chimney-sweeper, on the way to 
Southsea. How solitary everything appeared ! 
His cheeks were cold with the wind — his 
nose ached — even his eyes felt ccdd. He dete-r 
mined, nevertheless, to have his swim. It will 
of course be conjectured that Archer was well 
used to this sort of thing, being what may be 
called a seasoned swimmer, which supposes 
bathing at all seasons. No doubt he found the 
morning very trying, notwithstanding ; but he 
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had been excited and troubled of late ; some- 
thing fresh was in his mind, and a re-action of 
fresh energies was the consequence. He hurried 
across the common. 

Approaching the beach, he looked up at the 
hazy, colourless clouds, and saw the cold, hook- 
backed half-moon emerge from a drift of muzzy, 
blue-grey vapour. It was an old witch-fiwje, 
with a peaked cap, and a peaked chin, faded 
nose, and obscure eye. 

The tide was up to the lower part of a bank 
of shingles. As the tide was rising. Archer 
was obliged to seat himself near the top of this 
bank, with the north-east wind behind him. 
The moment he took his coat off, he felt as if 
he received the blow of a cold broadsword across 
the small of his back. Truly, it was sharp fun* 
He again hesitated; but, thinking he should 
now be certain of some horrible cold or rheu- 
matism, if he did not obtain a shock that should 
produce a rapid circulation, he hastily threw off 
his clothes, and rushed in. 

With equal celerity he rushed out again — hop- 
ped and limped over the flints up to his clothes, 
which were all struggling in the wind, to escape 
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from beneath the stones he had piled upon 
them ; and with red-cold hands and feet, and 
aching ancles, he sat, stood, and staggered upon 
shingles — which, from some cause or other, are 
probably the hardest and sharpest in the world, 
— every article of his habiliments contending 
against their usual disposition upon his person, 
inspired by the east wind, which appeared to 
have reserved its most perverse efforts imtil he 
came out of the water. 

He hastened to the nearest road bordering 
the common, along which he ran, in order to 
obtain the shelter of occasional banks and 
hedges, while he continued the exercise he so 
much needed. Having persevered in this until 
he felt sufficient signs and tokens of returning 
warmth, he passed along the upper edge of the 
common, where the loneliness was now about to 
lose its " charms" by the advent of certain 
band-boys from the town, coming to practise 
the bugle. Before Archer had arrived at the 
path leading to the drawbridge, he heard the 
strange, rupey tones of abortive brass coming 
acosss the windy common, and mingled occa- 
sionally with the advancing wail of the sweep, 
returning from his dusky victory over some 



246 THE DREAMER 

cottage chimn^. There was a dull red spot in 
the east, with a dull streak or smear undemeatii 
it, marking the probability that the sun was 
rising in that direction, as well as he could, 
under such distressing circumstances. 

By the time Archer reached his lodgings he 
was all a-glow, and sat down to his bachelor 
breakfast-table, beside the fire, with great com- 
placency at his recent performance. He laughed 
as he thought of his old uncle. " If anything 
was to be got by it, you would never have made 
f(uch an effort," said he to himself, in his 
uncle's voice ; and then he stirred the fire like 
his uncle, and continued his breakfast with a 
pleased expression of coimtenance. 

At nine o'clock Harding arrived. He had 
been up, and out for a walk since seven, think- 
ing it would be too early to come. 

" That's a pity, Harding. If you had been 
with me, you would have had something more 
sparkling than a walk. Do you ever bathe !'* 

" Yes, Sir ; but not this weather." 

" I suppose not ; indeed it would be madness 
to do so now, if you are not used to it. But 
this reminds me to say something which I 
omitted last night. It does not apply to you, 
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Harding, because you are one of the many 
instances one often sees, of careftd personal 
appearance in a working man : I speak gene- 
rally : and the very first thing I should re- 
commend to a working man in his efforts at 
self-improvement, woidd be that he should adopt 
some regular system of personal cleanliness. 
Do you swim well ? You say you take a 
plunge in the sea sometimes." 

" I often do, in summer, and I am reckoned 
rather a strong swimmer." 

" Next summer swim every morning, con- 
tinuing it to the end of autumn, and begin again 
early in the spring. After the first year you may 
safely do it in winter, if you like. Now — sit 
nearer the fire — and let us have a good talk." 

" I should much rather listen." 

" By no means," said Archer, " I shall need 
your replies, in many cases, to enable me the 
better to judge of what may be best for you, 
so far as I can venture to advise. I think 
advice is generally a dangerous thing to attempt, 
and I am most anxious not to misdirect you. 
Besides, you can tell me many things I do not 
know, about the artizans and mechanics, and 
the working classes generally." 
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" I do not expect I can do so, Mr. Archer." 

" But I fed sure of it. Now tell me — ^Have 
you thought at all of our conversation last 
night ?" 

" Very much ; and I could find enough in it 
to think about for a long time." 

" I am glad to hear you say that ; and yet 
how little have I shown you, as first hints and 
openings of subjects and objects you will have 
to examine with all your senses, and work at 
with all your mind. I promised to inflict no 
more history upon you for the present. I will 
therefore only make a few passing remarks upon 
several books I have been looking out for you. 
I wish to lend them to you for two or three 
months. Here they are." 

" I shall be greatly obliged to you, Mr. 
Archer — but I have a sort of fear — as I look 
at those books, that I shall not be able to 
understand them." 

" Why not ? Do the backs or bindings 
frighten you, or is it that your imagination 
magnifies their contents into difiSculty and 
confusion ?" 

" Something does. But perhaps. Sir, you 
will help me a little with them beforehand ?" 
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" With pleasure. This is a volume of 
Sonnets by William Wordsworth. He is the 
greatest English poet of the didactic class, and 
also a genuine pastoral poet. He writes in the 
clearest and most straightforward style, generally 
with little adornment. I have marked aU those 
I wish you to read — nothing can be finer. The 
rest are prosy, or of intolerable dryness and 
dullness. But never use those epithets, I beg 
of you, in speaking of Wordsworth generally ; 
they are not his great characteristics, but only 
his objectionable ones. Always judge of a man 
by his merits, not his defects." 

" The world would not seem so bad, if we 
always did that. Is there any more poetry, 
Sir r 

" Do not be alarmed. There are several other 
poets I am anxious you should read; but 
not yet. I begin with these Sonnets, as a noble 
steady-going march of English poetry, seldom 
soaring too high for the majority of good under- 
standings, and never sinking to common earth. 
I shall next give you the Lyrics of Wordsworth, 
Coleridge, and Leigh Hunt ; also some of the 
prose works of Leigh Hunt, particularly a book 
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of his called ^ Imagination and Fancy/ which is 
a delightful introduction to the study of the finer 
poets. I reserv'e Spencer, Keats, Shelley, and 
Tennyson, for a future day. I also purposely 
reserve Shakspeare, that you may have him come 
fi-esh upon you, when you are better able to 
receive him. I wish this were always done — ^it 
would be a great event in life. Finally, however, 
let me repeat what I said to you last night — that 
what a working man most wants, whose physi- 
cal condition enables him to commence self- 
improvement, is to get beauty into his soul — 
and that those poets who write down to him, 
help to keep him down. The writers who can- 
not lift you up out of yourself should keep to 
prose — poetry has a diflferent office." 

" I think I see the force of this. Sir ; and yet 
I once read a poem, which affected me very 
much, though it only referred to the every-day 
work of a poor seamstress." 

" Hood's ' Song of a Shirt,' you mean ?" 

" Yes ; that was it." 

" A fine and rare exception. No — not an 
exception — the song did not only refer to her 
daily work, but the cruel wearing out of her 
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body and soul. Equally poetical is the pro- 
foundly pathetic lament by the same poet over a 
poor ruined girl who had drowned herself. In 
like manner I regard the * London Lyrics ' of 
Barry Cornwall, Mary Howitt's * Lyrics of Life/ 
Mackay's * Voices from the Crowd/ and some 
few others of our own day. But why are these 
exceptions, or more than exceptions ? Because 
they are poetical versions of hard realities — not 
matter-of-fact copies in colloquial dialect versi- 
fied. That is the distinction — one that leaves 
an impassable gulph between the two. Read 
clever political exhortations, satires, and squibs 
in rhyme, if you will ; they make no pretentions 
to being poetry: but never waste a moment 
of your precious time over verses adapted to 
the ' meanest capacity,' concerning not merely 
uninspiring things, but lowering things— odes 
to suburb cow-sheds — satires on parish soup — 
sentimental elegies on brooms and dust-pans — 
the every- day dirt, day, and hard-ware that 
surround you." 

" Yes, I see there is nothing to lift a man up 
out of his heavy circumstances in such things, 
and thoughts about them ; but what I am in 
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fear about, is that without far more study than 
I can ever hope to give, I shall never be able to 
understand that higher class of poetry you allude 
to. It seems all so diflferent to prose, and so 
much more difficult." 

" This is, in a great measure, an imaginary 
fear. See now — here is a volume by the 
great American essayist — Ralph Waldo Emer- 
son. I will just go to my desk and copy two 
or three sentences. They are about building a 
house — not with bricks and mortar. I shall 
have done directly. The Muse — or Spuit of 
Poetry — builds a house. There is no architect 
can build like this spirit. Now read with me 
what I have written. Look — * There is no 
architect can build as the Muse can. She is 
skilful to select materials for her plan ; slowly 
and warily to choose rafters of immortal pine or 
cedar, incorruptible, worthy her design. She 
treads dark alpine forests or valleys by the sea 
in many lands, with painful steps ere she can 
find a tree. She ransacks mines and ledges, 
and quarries every rock, to hew the famous 
adamant for each eternal block.' Come, there 
is nothing difficult in this, is there ?" 
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" Not much ; perhaps nothing, if I were to 
look it over once more ; but then this is prose, 
is it not ?" 

" No, it is poetry, and ought to have been 
written in the form of poetry, which I believe to 
be the chief thing that alarms you. See, here 
is the next verse, as it is printed in the book, 
and as the others ought to be written — 

'' * She lays her beams in music, 
In music every one, 
To the cadence of the whirling world. 
Which dances round the sun.' 

" Well, you understand that as well as what we 
first read ? It only needs closer attention, and 
to give freer way to the feelings and the imagi- 
nation than prose ; a readiness to take images 
and figures of speech for granted ; to embody 
them in the vision of the mind ; and half the 
difl3iculty is overcome. If the architectural 
Muse in the above poem, instead of * laying 
her beams in music,' had laid them to the lum- 
bering sound of timber, and to the blows of an 
iron hammer, what would you, as a shipwright, 
have gained by such a poem ?" 
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" It would be no treat to m^." 

'* Instead of which, you receive into your 
mind, music — and a picture of the luminous 
earth spinning round the sun." 

" I begin to see what all this does to a man's 
spirit. I only fear it may be beyond me." 

** Do not fear any such thing. Well, I did 
not mean to say so much about poetry. I wiD 
not press any more history upon you just yet ; 
I mean, as matter of conversation ; still you 
must have a book or two. Here is a * His- 
tory of England.' I have long since written 
many comments in the margin of the pages, 
concerning unfair statements and omissions, with 
reference to the people and their rulers — to 
affairs at home, and to foreign wars, particularly 
in America, and France, and in India. This little 
tract is * Forster's Essay on Popular Progress,' 
and I will also get for you Wade's * History of 
the Middle and Working Classes.' These are the 
lectures of W. J. Fox, which are most important 
for you to study. And this is the most complete 
and concise history of Rome yet published ; it is 
by Dr. Leonhard Schmitz, a profoundly learned, 
and impartial man. His ' History of Greece,' 
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founded upon an excellent one by the Bishop of 
St. David's, you shall have shortly. These will 
be enough for some months, if slowly and carefully 
read. Stay — by way of relaxation, here is a 
volume of the most delightftd kind of intellectual 
gossip, equally full of instruction and amusement, 
unaffected sterling thought, and variety. It is 
called * Hazlitt's Conversations with Northcote 
the painter.' " 

Harding remained silent. He sat eyeing the 
pile of books with a very grave countenance. 

" When you have read these," continued Ar- 
cher, " I will get you others. Some wiU be grave 
— very grave — for self-education is no trifling 
matter — and some wiU be gay ; but all should be 
instructive. The Essays of Bacon, Montaigne, 
and Hazlitt, you must read. Several of the most 
entertaining writers are among the most instruc- 
tive and useful. A working man of any mind 
should read the works of Goldsmith, of Fielding, 
and of Charles Dickens, beginning with ' Oliver 
Twist,' or ' The Old Curiosity Shop,' that he 
may at once know the depth of knowledge and 
sympathy that exists for his class in that author. 
He should read the ' Household Words ;' he 
should read Cooper's novels, Scott's novels, 
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Bulwer's novels, Miss Bremer's novels, and those 
of Hans Christian Andersen; he should read Jer- 
rold's Stories and Essays, Miss Mitford's * Country 
Stories ;' those of Thomas Miller, the basket- 
maker, and William Howitt's 'Rural Life in 
England;' all of which are most healthy, delight- 
ful, and invigorating. The stories by Mary Hewitt 
are also peculiarly distinguished by a true sym- 
pathy with the himibler classes ; she does not 
write patronizingly, nor down to them, nor up 
above them, but throws herself into their life. 
Tomlins' ' Help to Self-Educators,' which consists 
of extracts and abstracts of the highest authori- 
ties on the most difficult and interesting subjects 
and questions of the time, bids fair to become 
a valuable periodical, if self-educators can but 
screw themselves down to the labour. In 
short, it is among the more recent writers, and 
chiefly in England, that a literature is found 
which addresses itself to the great masses of the 
people ; and it is one of the most remarkable 
features of oiu* time, and a most hopeful one. 
It shows that the rising want is creating the 
supply, and from the best sources. Trashy fast- 
writers have now but little chance, and are 
visibly dying out. The same thing is observable 
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in France, as evidenced by the recent produc- 
tions of Lamartine, George Sand, and Louis 
Blanc. As for the English authors I have 
named, all are now to be obtained at very 
moderate prices ; too much, no doubt, for any 
one man in yoiu* position to purchase, — ^but why 
should you not promote a subscription library 
and reading-room among yoiu* friends and asso- 
ciates ? I could help in this as a beginnmg, 
and furnish you with a list of suitable books, of 
which those I have named are only a sample. — 
But there is one thing," pursued Archer, " which 
I ought to have inquired more particularly 
about at the outset. I assumed that you were 
a thorough master of your work, as a shipwright. 

Is it so r 

" I believe I may say I am, so &r as I have 
to do." 

" So far as you have to do. No farther ?" 

"I do not quite understand your question, 
Mr. Archer." 

" Could you build a ship from the founda- 
tion ?" 

" If I had plenty of good hands under me, 
I could lay down a sliip's keel, and build her up 
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in a good shape, so that she would be very 
strong for a cargo, or for fighting, and sail well, 
and look handsome on the water. I should not 
like to say more." 

" In the name of all the Tritons, what more 
is there to say ?" 

" Why, I could not say she would be made, 
on the whole, nor in every part, to a mathe- 
matical nicety, — ^not to a hair's breadth or two, 
nor perhaps to half-an-inch. I could only use 
my pocket-rule and a plumb-line. The rest 
would be matter of eye and hand." 

"Then you know nothing of mathematics 
or geometry ?" 

" I do not." 

" But you can work any questions in fractions 
and decimals ?" 

" No, I cannot." 

" The Admiralty, I hear, has issued an order 
that no one shall be a leading man unless he 
can do this." 

" Yes ; but probably it is only done to fire 
up the young shavers," replied Harding, with a 
smile at his accidental pun. " If they per- 
severe in it, actually, I shall leave the Dock- 
yard." 
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" What ! rather than study the thing re- 
quired ? If this theoretical acquirement be 
useless to you as a leading man, there can be 
no doubt but it will be absolutely necessary to 
enable you to rise to the next gradation of — 
whatever it is." 

" Inspector." 

" Well, and again yet more would be required 
for the next above the inspectors." 

" Foreman of the yard." 

" And again more stiD, in a master-builder." 

" This is all very true, Mr. Archer, as to the 
inspectors and foremen ; but I do not wish to 
rise beyond a leading man." 

" No ! why not ?" 

" I have several reasons. Sir." 

" I should much like to hear them. We 
have talked of written books — of poetry and 
history, which are almost equally to be ranked 
as dreams ; the one of past events, the other of 
ever-flowing but intangible springs — and we 
now come to the book of things present ; a 
mechanic's day book." 

" In the first place, Mr. Archer, when a 
working man rises one degree out of his own 
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dass, it increases his cares, and is a loss of 
independence, contentment, and happiness. It 
is also more di£Scult for him to live, espedaDy 
if married, because he is obliged to make an ap- 
pearance that costs far more than his increased 
means can bear. I had some ambition for rising, 
once, but I got cured of it in Canada." 

" How r 

'^ I was induced to leave my position in the 
Plymouth Dock-yard, giving up my time and 
chance of a pension, to go out with a ship- 
builder, who had a contract for building boats 
for the Greenland and Newfoundland fisheries. 
I was placed at the head of his boat-builders, 
and was to be junior partner in the concern 
if it succeeded. I never had so many bad 
thoughts in all the rest of my life put together, 
nor did and suffered so many little paltry things 
to feel ashamed of — ^though I could not help my- 
self, either — as in the six months I staid at this 
business, managing knaves, and building hopes 
upon the sands. I was really not sorry when the 
whole concern broke up. I came to Portsmouth, 
because I did not like to be asked questions by 
my old associates in the other Yard." 

" But these are pains and penalties of pro- 
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prietors and speculating contractors. Why not 
build upon security ? Why not rise at least to 
be an inspector, or the foreman of a Yard ?" 

" Because, Sir, besides the necessity of keeping 
up an appearance beyond my means, and being at 
the same time looked down upon, and only 
tolerated by those of the middle classes who have 
been bom in that station to which I should have 
slowly clambered up ; — besides this, I have many 
new thoughts come into my head, and new hopes 
in my heart, since I first met you in Wales, and 
heard you talk ; and I do not intend to leave my 
class. You have opened great flood-gates to my 
thoughts. If I can rise in my mind, by your 
kind assistance and my own efforts, that shaU 
be my Aiture aim ; and my ambition shall be to 
help others of my dass to the same advanced 
state of mind. But, as I was born a mechanic — 
an artizan — I intend to live and die an artizan." 

" This is a new view to me, and a new thing 
in the world. Great men have risen among 
the working classes, but then they have im- 
mediately left their dass, to swell the honours 
of the middle and upper classes. A few only 
of these have nobly held heart with those they 



262 THE DREAMER 

have left, and used their vantage ground to 
assist the struggles of the suffering operatives. 
And you really wish not to rise? You will 
escape many anxieties, no doubt ; still '* 

" Oh, Sir, not only anxiety, but poverty and 
humiliation. Even acknowledged men of ability 
have suffered all this. I have read of the life 
of Robert Bums, the unfortunate ploughman — 
of Bloomfield, the half-starved shoemaker ; and 
in our own day, with all its societies and insti- 
tutes^ and the men known too— of the poor 
weavers Thom, and Prince — and heaven knows 
who, besides. What am 1 compared with these 
men ; and look at what they brought upon them- 
selves by leaving or trying to leave their dass !'* 

" Ah, but these men were all poets — or of 
the poet-dass — working-men who were also 
dreamers ; and, from time immemorial, the world 
has starved such people without one moment's 
misgiving. Poetry is an art that no one likes 
to pay for, and which therefore ought not to 
need payment. But the poets must hve some- 
how, and as society does nothing to help this> 
they must just take their fate. But what can 
excuse the selfish vanity and short-sightedness 
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of wealthy men, and patrons, in bringing 
poetical-minded men out of the working-classes 
—making Uons of them for a season, and then 
leaving them ? Of course they fall into dis- 
tress. What can such men — such of them 
especially as are only wonderful in their class, 
or considering their circumstances— what can 
such men do, in a great capital full of genius, 
knowledge, long-practised talent, energy, worldly 
needs, and powerful competition ? All this, 
however, applies in a far less degree, or not at 
all, to other arts, — such as painting, sculpture, 
and music, or to the useful arts, to learning, 
political literature, and the sciences. Men, 
highly gifted by nature for such studies, who 
work perseveringly for years, succeed at last. I 
do not therefore see why you should not rise as 
Arkwright, and many others, have done — men 
who have risen above others by absolute, as well 
as comparative excellence, independent of all 
dass considerations." 

" I know it has often been done. Sir ; even 
the master-builder of our Dock-yard rose from a 
working man. By-the-bye, if he understands 
fractions and decimals to perfection, it is as 
much as he does. He is no scholar, nor no 
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mathematician : he is only a master of his craft 
— ^better than the more learned ones. He can do 
well, what they can only talk well about. I don't 
imdervalue the power of mathematics, for I know 
how great they are ; and when I hear that the 
weavers of Norwich used to be expert hands at 
Euclid, while I know that the men in the iron- 
works at Oldham, are no less assiduous, and that 
many of the coal-miners of Newcastle occupy 
their spare hours in studying Fluxions, I feel the 
more proud of my position in life as a working 
man. All I meant to say was, that mathematics 
will no more help me, than it does them. My am- 
bition lies in another road. As I said before, I am 
determined not to go out of my class. I would not 
change places with the master-builder. I was 
bom and bred an artizan, and I should not like to 
feel and look awkward among noblemen and 
gentlemen. It would take me ten years of my 
life to learn to behave and speak like a gentle- 
man — that is, with ease — and I should never be 
able to look like one. I have hacked and ham- 
mered, and heaved and carried, too much for 
that. As I said. Sir, I have come to feel a new 
kind of ambition. If I could set a good ex- 
ample to my class of being much more in 
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themselves than they are at present, I think I 
should do a thousand times more good by 
staying among them, than if I rose, as an 
example of how to leave them. And I never 
mil leave them.*' 

Archer sat ruminating some minutes; "I 
like all this," said he at length ; " perhaps you 
are right. Indeed I am sure that it is at least 
a right thing for you to do, as you have so 
strongly felt it, and so weU reasoned it out ; and 
I believe, that if such a principle could be acted 
upon by a number of men of your dass, it 
would do more for them than can be estimated. 
The working^ses are rapidly rising, and more 
particularly the mechanic or artizan class, who 
are, comparatively, the most advanced of any 
other dass in the world." 

"Oh, Mr. Archer," said Harding, with an 
emotion quite unlike his usual manner, which 
was somewhat hard and self-restrained, " do not 
flatter the working-classes. I know you would 
never mislead us ; but indeed you help to give 
us a higher opinion of ourselves, our position 
and prospects, than the facts warrant. How 
many writers, men of intellect and full of the 
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spirit of liberty, and the wish to see justice done 
by society and the laws to our hard work — how 
many say, and how constantly say, that we are 
the great rising dass of the present time. How 
high have we risen ? Where do we stand ? It 
seems to me, Sir, that all other classes have 
risen, and are rising around us, and that we 
should be buried alive, if it were not that they 
need the use of our spades for themselves." 

" You surprise me, Harding, by talking in 
this way. The millions are rising like a great 
tide that will know no ebb ; the mighty Shadow 
of the masses is already rising visibly upon the 
base of the lofty Pyramid of hereditary power, 
darkening its lustre, and threatening its down- 
faU." 

" I cannot see it. A working-man's ears may 
hear of it, but his heart cannot rejoice, because 
he is unable to see it. What does he really see ? 
Excepting the best hands — the skilled artizans 
and craftsmen — what does he see ? You tell 
me. Sir, of the rising millions, and the masses 
— where are they? When you enter a great 
city you are struck by the magnificent palaces, 
and churches, and institutions, and theatres, and 
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dub-houses, and hotels — the large airy squares 
— the fine broad streets — the shining rows of 
shops filled with all manner of things — and by 
the great Clumbers of houses — always in splen- 
dour by day or by night. These are all for the 
upper and middle classes. When a gentleman 
at home, or a traveller abroad, has seen all this, 
he considers he has seen this city. Well, Sir — but 
where are the rising millions we hear about ? — 
the masses we read of? He has only seen the 
localities belonging to ' the few,' and the com- 
paratively few. Is there another city — not so 
fine, nor so commodious, of coiu-se, but very 
much larger of com-se, where * the many' — all 
these rising millions, these masses, reside ? — their 
public and private work-shops, and their in- 
numerable colonies of homes ? There is 
another city — what a city I — not quite a city 
under ground, but a straggling series of holes 
and corners, and side-lanes, and attics, and lofts, 
and cellars, and nooks behind dark walls, and 
dung-heaps, and hovels and dens close to cess- 
pools and slushy passages, and all the dirty 
people crowded and jammed together in these 
family-places — far behind, and round about, and 
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out of the sight of the city whidi gentlemen 
and travellers walk through and admire. Thi^ 
is the inner city of all great capitals — die city 
kept out of sight — the unknown tolkn within 
the &mous town. The city with the Name dfies 
not itself know anything about our place. And 
this unknown region of the millions and masses^ 
bears the same relation to the city of the i:q^)er 
and middle classes, which the drains and sewors, 
with the rats, toads, and efts, bear to a splaidid 
river with all its shipping upon it —except that 
the populations of the sewers work for them- 
selves only, and are not shipwright-rats, tailor- 
ing-toads, nor brewing and baking-efts, who 
drudge through the mire for their betters who 
float in the light. I ask your pardon, Mr. 
Archer — I would not say all this, if I did not 
know it myself. I have not told you half." 

" Go on — ^proceed." 

"I cannot — ^there is so much. What has 
the progress of the world, with all its discoveries 
and improvements, — all its increased practical 
knowledge, done for the working-classes of 
England? For them printing has not been 
invented — the great majority get nothing of it 
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— know nothing of it. Even the Bible, so far 
as thousands are concerned, has not been printed. 
They never saw one, nor any good book of any 
kind, nor could read one if they had it. For 
the million, there has been no home-felt good in 
the discovery of gas — they can barely afford a 
rushlight. For them, steam-power has not 
come into the world ; and the inventions and 
improvements in machinery have chiefly been 
felt by the mischief and deprivation they have 
caused to the operatives during the change, and 
from which great masses of them never recover 
all the rest of their lives, though their children, 
no doubt, may reap the benefit of increased de- 
mand for their work. The railway, gas, the 
new machineries, the wonderftd discoveries in 
chemistry and electricity, which I read of in the 
* Mechanics' Magazine' — none of these are for 
us — they are only for those who live in the city 
that bears a Name, and is fit to be seen. Our 
city has no Name — is never fit to be seen — it 
never is seen — ^and, beyond its own inhabitants, 
is only known to one or two medical men who 
have explored its dark regions, and written 
accounts so very true that scarcely anybody 
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bdieves them. I can see no rising classes 
here." 

As Harding said this, he drew out his hand- 
kerchief and wiped his forehead, like a man 
who has performed some great effort of bodify 
strength — adding with a sort of hopeless com- 
posure, " Things are better managed in a ship — I 
mean a man-of-war, or East-Indiaman ; for many 
of the merchant vessels are mere floating ceDar- 
dwellings, full of filth and disease, — ^but in a 
well-ordered ship the people have the largest 
half of the decks, and it's always dean." 

" As in barracks," said Archer. 

" Yet somehow," continued Harding, " it 
all works in one groove — ^in one circle ; for the 
army and navy both belong to * the few.' The 
masses and millions of a nation never go to war 
of their own accord — do they, Mr. Archer ?" 

" Never," said Archer. " The people's rulers 
bribe, or persuade, or * press' them, and exaspe- 
rate the minds of the respective nations, as 
backers and betters do with animals, till they are 
ready to tear each other to pieces — and do." 

" Yes," murmured Harding, half to himself, 
" the masses of the army and the navy, and all 
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the working millions belong to ' the few' who 
occupy the cities which are in sight, and have 
names.'* 

Archer was evidently meditating a reply ; or 
rather, he was turning over in his mind all that 
Harding had said, before he proceeded with the 
subject, when the door opened, and a large tray 
was brought in, according to Archer's arrange- 
ment, to avoid the formality of a dinner-table. 
This put an end to conversation for a few 
minutes. Harding seemed disposed to renew it, 
but the explosion of a bottle of Guinness's stout 
reminded him of how very thirsty he was, as he 
had talked more in the last hour than he 
usually did in a month, being habitually a man 
of few words, and always better disposed to 
listen than speak. They soon diverged into a 
variety of subjects, chiefly relating to Canada, 
the shipwreck, and the delightful though brief 
residence at the hospitable cottage of the Miss 
Lloyds. They both agreed that they had never 
been so happy in their lives as during those few 
days. 

After dinner. Archer casually turned over the 
leaves of a volume of Catlin's " North American 
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Indians," selecting such passages for reading 
and comment as he thought would be most 
interesting to Harding; he then proposed a 
walk on the beach. 

The sun was setting as they approached 
Southsea Common. Heavy clouds over-himg 
the sky, and the wind still blew from the north- 
east. Archer thought of his sharp morning 
bath, and of the impromising scene that had 
attended it. The difficult and dismal struggle 
of the sun to rise and show himself to the world 
through such an atmosphere, seemed in murky 
harmony with the condition and efforts of the 
people, which had formed the chief subject of 
their conversation all day. He mentioned the 
comparison to Harding. 

" Nevertheless," piu^ued Archer, " the 
strength of the light which exists in all great 
masses of people, when once awake and aroused 
to a sense of their rights, will assin*edly cause 
them to rise to their true position. History 
contains many examples of efforts on the part 
of the people to emancipate themselves from 
the selfish exactions and tyranny of * the few,' 
nearly all of which have quickly become ex- 
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hauBted, and tiie people have sunk back into 
their former condition. But the social world 
throughout the whole of Europe, and (^ a 
great part of America, was never befoi^ in a 
state of mind like the present, nor in possession 
of such multiplied means of progression. There 
is no experience to measure what is going on 
now. You think because the most wretched 
and neglected among die masses show no ap- 
pearance of rising in ihe sodal scale, choked up 
as they now are in filthy darkness, in himg^, 
in rags, and in disease, that there are no sound 
seeds of hope planted amidst them. I do not 
wonder that you fed this. But there are many 
sound seeds bursting to fight through the rank 
soil, and great springs are fast bubbling up be- 
neath all their dark and muddy embankments. 
Look at the * Signs of the Times !' We have 
made the first great steps in Free Trade, whidii 
will graduaQy extend ail over the world, and 
bring about something fike a fair interchange of 
the labours of different nations, and therefore a 
mutual understanding and union among the 
people, the great masses of different nations, 
who will firom that time r^se to be led, hoaxed, 
VOL. I. T 



274 THE DREAMER 

and driven to slay or be slain in battle-fidds, but 
win be disposed to help each other instead. 
Observe the Education ferment now working 
beneath the whole surface of the middle classes, 
and extending far beneath all the advanced 
divisions of the workiog-dasses. Notice the 
increased knowledge possessed by literary men 
of the condition of the working-classes, and the 
interest they take in improving it. A total 
abolition of the punishment of death, and a 
new and greatly-improved prison discipline, are 
nearly accomplished. The tax on daylight and 
ventilation, i.e., the window-tax, must soon be re- 
moved ; and the tax on paper, and on newspaper 
stamps, cannot long be delayed. There is the 
great Sanitary Movement, which must eventually 
be carried out — and what a wonderful and ex- 
tensive change will that make in the bodies and 
minds of the masses and millions of the ' un- 
known city,' as you justly call it !" 

" I think," said Harding, " that drunkenness 
will never be cured among the working-classes 
tin these sanitary matters are fully brought into 
action." 

" 1 have no doubt but you are quite right," 
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said Archer, " and in truth, these sanitary im- 
provements are at the foundation of all import- 
ant changes for you. How can men cultivate 
their minds whose whole physical system is 
saturated, sick, and dizzy, with the pestilential 
air of crowded dwellings, neither properly 
drained nor ventilated, and with bad water to 
drink; and the duration of whose lives mea- 
sures, in the average, only half that of the 
wealthy classes. They have neither health, nor 
a fair share of time to cultivate their minds. 
Pure air, and abundant water, must be the first 
educators. But these changes are advancing — 
slowly, it is true, for the principle of English 
governments is to do nothing new for the 
people, of any benefit to them, until the 
people absolutely force them. By this forcing 
process the Reform Bill was carried, Free 
Trade was obtained, the Ten Hours Factory 
Bill, and other salutary reforms ; and in time 
we shall force ministers to grant us clean houses 
and streets throughout every city and town, 
water fit to drink, and the light of heaven as 
fi-ee as God gave it. These things show, I 
think^ that improvement in all kinds of ma- 

T 2 
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cfainery — ^whethar Govenunent madunery, Ioock 
motive^ or manufacturing — ^wiU eventiialfy be 
used for the benefit of the workmen as wdl as 
the masters— of the produoen of wealth as 
wdl as the possessors. We have a variety of 
co-operative societies. Tha^ is the Buildii^ 
Society ; and some fiiends of ours are ahneaify 
aideavouring to establish a company for the 
building of Associated Homes. The workn^* 
men are also making attempts at Co-opentifia 
Associations. The great number of MechaniGs' 

Institutes in all parts of ^you wete about Co 

say something ?" 

'^ I was only thinking — ^that is, I wanted to 
say that no such thing as a Mechanics' Institute 
has yet been established. There are a great 
many excellent institutions so called ; but veiy 
few mechanics go to them. Wherever I have 
been, I have looked round and round, but veiy 
few of the flannel jackets w^e there." 

" They were probably distributed in different 
parts of the room." 

" No, Sir ; there are but few ever go there. 
If you look at the rows of faces, you will see 
the difference between those who make things. 
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and those who sell them — ^those who hammer, 
aod file, and carry rough weights, — ^and those 
who measure and weigh out small tender things 
' — ^the salesmen whose faces are watchful and 
wary, and calculating the town — and the artizans 
who are thoughtfid and earnest, and with more 
fixed looks." 

" I have observed this," said Archer, " there 
is a marked difference between the men who 
have to manage customers of all minds, and 
the men who simply make the thing out of raw 
matmaL Knowledge looks on many sides, and 
skin lodes steadily right before it. But it never 
occurred to me to examine the frequenters of 
Mechanics' Institutes so cbsely as to determine 
upon the comparative numbers of each dass. I 
was, howeva*, about to say, that I knew these 
valuable and powerful institutions were, in some 
sort, failures — that is, as &r as the working- 
dasses are concemed-^and that this very 
circumstance would lead to the establishment of 
real Workmen's Institutes. A few are even now 
rising in various districts, Yorkshire espedally. 
In like manner, the continual misappropriation 
of the great London theatres, built for the legi- 
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timate drama, has already led to die qieniii^ of 
nmnerous small theatres for the people^ wbicli 
win improve every year. Out c{ evil will 
come much good in our day. The increased 
liberality of feeliog about Sunday, as an in- 
terval g( time, set apart for tiiankful rest and 
innocent enjojrmcDt, has induced several fu- 
riously bigoted attacks, which will certainty 
give the final impulse to a general opinion in 
fevour of libo^ and Christain views of the 
matter. Even so, the femine and fever, wfaicfa 
are the climax to the multiplied injuries and 
miseries of Ireland, will lead to her emancipation 
and renovation, besides acting as a terrible im- 
pulse to the slow movement of ministerial reform 
in England. The Irish Famine was the final 
blow that gained the victory for Rree Trade — 
I trust it is not necessary that some exten- 
sive London Fever should give a final blow 
for the success of the Sanitary Movement. 
These are some of the great * Signs of tiie 
Times' — ^too mighty in principle and practice 
not to be accepted as proofs of great coming 
changes throughout the whole depth, as well as 
surface of society. They are dedudble fronx 
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obvious things, and also from things never 
spoken of. For instance, there is a marked 
improvement, during the last twenty years, in 
the behaviour of those unfortunates who peram- 
bulate the streets in melancholy elegance or 
gaudy squalor, which proves that a certain 
degree of refinement is invisibly at work, even 
in the homes of ruin and the haunts of vice. 
Works of Art are also doing much to assist in 
the refinement of the people. Besides the 
abundance of cheap pictorial art, male and 
female Schools of Design have been established, 
of which our manufacturers will soon be forced to 
avail themselves. Above all, we have not only 
an abundance of healthy cheap journals, but we 
have substantive works, or serials in a cheap 
form, by beneficially popular authors — men who 
have a * strong right arm' in the cause of popular 
progress — the emancipation and elevation of the 
great masses of the people. These are the 
signs that make me believe in Man, and hopeful 
of good things. These are the great realities 
which began with dreams, and are now in fiill 
operation; ideas of progress, some of which 
are now gradually taking substance, and form, 
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and motion, amidst exponent struggles, and 
scoffs, and denunciations, — many more o£ which 
may now be called dreams in full work ; while 
several of the most important o[ all these have 
now become massive and profound realities in 
vigorous operation— the glorious consummation 
at Thought and Action — of a dear conception, 
a true heart, and a hand that never tires. The 
day is dawning : the sun is obscured, — but we 
know that he is there, and that he will shine 
forth in all his glory on the fields and wateris. 
Meantime the winds howl round naked humanitf , 
who shall yet be clothed, after his struggle with 
the breakers. Be hopeful and united, Workii^ 
Men— the good Dreamers are your unconquer- 
able friends." 

The Dreamer and the Worker hare shook 
hands. They parted for the night, well assured 
that a bright morning would come — perhaps 
not to-morrow, yet at no distant day. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 



11B« WALTOK IS ITNBXFECTBDLT BDIVZBD BT AX ULIBM 

FABMBB ON THB SUBJECT OF GBA88 MABT AKD THB 

HISS LLOTDS MECHANICS* INSTITUTE LECTUBB ON 

MBSMBBISM, WITH THE EFFECTS FBODUCED. 



^CoME int" said Mr. Walton^ as he sat 
alone one vaammgy and was disturbed from a 
meditation by a gentle tap at the door. Nobody 
entered. '^ Come in T repeated he, rabing 
hisToice. 

The tapjnng was repeated. 

" Come in, I say !" 

The door still remained closed. Nobody 
entered. Under the impression that he must 
have only fancied it, and that nobody had reaDy 
tapped at the door, Mr. Walton was about to 
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revert to his previous train of thought, when 
again there came a gentle tap or two at the 
door. 

" Ahem !" coughed Mr. Walton to dear his 
throat. " Come in !" — shouted he — " confound 
you !" 

llie door opened a little way, and the head 
of a tall man, with short black hair, black eyes, 
and a face with Spanish features, but a mild 
expression of humility bordering upon grave 
humour, cautiously peeped into the room. 

"Well, Sir?" said Mr. Walton, after wait- 
ing a sufficient time, " why don't you come 
in?'' 

" Maybe I was only waiting while yer honner 
tould me to do that," replied the man in a 
deprecatory voice, with an Irish accent, and a 
musical, rising inflection. 

" Well — I tell you now to do so. Do come 
in at once ; don't stand peeping at me in that 



manner.'* 



The man came in, apparently very much 
on his guard not to give offence, or commit 
any impropriety. He closed the door softly 
behind him. 
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"Now, Sir," said Mr. Walton, "what do 
you want with me ?" 

" Fm not afthur wanting anything of yer 
honner," said the man calmly, and smiling into 
the crown of his hat. 

" What is your business, then ?" 

" It's various," replied the man, advancing a 
pace or two. " But me own more spishal 
business is the sowing of grasses, and the general 
managemint of grass lands." 

" How— what is this ?" Mr. Walton thought 
he had not heard correcdy. He also began to 
feel some trepidation. 

" Och it's done afthur various systums — and 
it's an illigant thing when it's well done." 

Mr. Walton now felt convinced that this 
strange visitor must be some insane man; so 
he thought it best to humour him. 

" And how do you do it ?" said he, forcing a 
genial air. 

" The sowing, or the tratemint ?" inquired 
the man, mildly, but advancing a pace nearer, 
with brightening eyes. 

" Oh, whichever you like — say, the sowing." 

" I should give four or five bushels of mixed 
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gnas to ike statute acre» with j& hooner's lave ; 
and, if the loam was natdy prepared, I should 
select two measures of meadow foxtail, the same 
of meadow fescue, hard fescue, and of rough- 
stalked meadoW'grass — though it's the diirvd-> 
and-all dear — and two of oodc's-foot grass, 
Hkewise. Half a measure'' (here the man lifted 
up one finger at Mr. Walton, with a gnnre^ 
warning air) " half a measure of tall yellow 
oat-grass; rath^ mcH'e — though Patrick Low 
aays less-— of the meadow cat's-taQ ; and more 
stiU of ry^-grass, and the crested dog's-tail*' 

^^ Excellent !" said Mr. Walton, turning pale 
and looking anxiously towards the door. 

" Nevertheless, yeH plaise to obsenre," 
pursued the man, shaking his head slowly, 
^ that the dog's-taS is the most ixpinsive of aD 
the grasses — ^barrin' the sheep's fescue. Odi, 
whin the swate dew's upon the uplands, and 
sparkles upon the woolly coats of a whole flock 
of sheep, I often think — ^but that's neither here 
nor there, jist now." 

Mr. Walton drew a long breath, and then 
said, in his most amiable manner, though with 
rather an unsteady voice : — 



AND THE WORKER. SS5 

** Piray, may I inquire if all these cats' and 
dogs' grasses can be bought in this street ?*-— 
down stairs, p^haps ?" 

,^^ I do not know/' pursued the man impeFtor- 
bably. ^' Then I should give one-third of a 
measure of white clovear, the virry same of the 
pee-rennial red clover ; and not quite so much — 
for all Curtis says, who I undertake to prove by 
raison is not always right when Misthur Sindair 
and Dennis Kelly were wrong, if that ever hap- 
pened — not quite so much of the swate vernal 
grass." 

" Dennis Kelly is my particular friend 1" 
exclaimed Mr. Walton, now becoming despe- 
rate. '^ Let us go and ask him how he does !" 

" Sure and he's dead !" said the man 
wAemiAy. 

Mr. Walton sank back in his chair. 

"He died of the fever, poor fellow," con- 
tinued the man, fumbling about his dress, as if 
to find something. " His grand-father and 
mine — rist their sowls, were both Tipperary 
men, and so were our fathers and mothers, save 
and except me own mother, who was of Counfy 
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Clare, though I have lived these tin years on 
Dennis Kelly's farm in Wicklow." 

In his fumbling the man here dropped a 
gardener's knife upon the floor. Mr. Walton 
stared at it — then started up, and seizing the 
bell-rope, began to ring with all his might. 

The door opened, and in hurried Mr. Short. 

" What in the world ?" began Mr. Short— 
' Ah ! are you Dennis Kelly, whom I was to 
seer 

" No, yer honner, Dennis is dead ; but I am 
come in his place, and I have got a letter of 
four sides from his inconsolable widow, all about 
the fish — ^whin I can find it." And again the 
man fell to searching his breast, under his 
waistcoat. 

A very absurd explanation ensued ; during 
which it was at length elicited that the Irishman 
before them was one Cornelius Ryan, a very 
worthy and well-informed small farmer and 
grazier, related to Dennis Kelly ; which Dennis 
was one of the tenants of the Irish peer whose 
estates were managed by Mr. Short, and he had 
been selected by that gentleman, on account of 
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his shrewdness, to make a journey to the coasts 
of Clare, Galway, and Waterford, to collect 
some particular information concerning the Irish 
fisheries, which Mr. Short wanted, for reasons 
of his own. On his way from Waterford, poor 
Dennis had fallen sick in Wicklow, at the house 
of Corny Ryan, and died there, having first 
written a long letter to Mr. Short, signed with 
his wife's name, to get her into favour, " poor 
soul,"% which Corny engaged to deliver in 
person, with all the explanations. He had 
arrived at Portsmouth — called on Mr. Short, 
who was out, but had left word that he should 
be at Mr. Walton's if anybody came — and 
having been delayed on the way, Mr. Ryan had 
arrived before him, and naturally enough, as he 
had never seen either of them, took Mr. Walton 
for Mr. Short. 

" But what could possess you," demanded 
Mr. Walton, with some warmth, " to tell me 
all about your fox-and-sheep's-tail grass, and 
dog's and cat's grass-growing stuff ? You never 
said a syllable about fish !" 

"Yer honner asked me what my business 
was," replied the tall descendant of the Tip- 
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peraiy CyRyans, with a smilci ** and haw I did 

*^ Pshaw !'' exclaimed Mr. Walton ; " and to 
take me for you. Short, at a venture, — as a 
thing of course ! These blunders are invadable 
with such messengers.'' 

** Och, niwer mind it, Sir," said Ryan, in a 
good-humoured soothing tone ; " sure and you j 

couldn't help it !" 

" The devil take your grass !" shouted Mr. 
Walton, reddening. 

''All flesh is made of it, anyhow^** drily 
observed the farmer. 

Mr. Walton threw himself back upon the 
S0& with a provoked air, and Mr. Short, having 
glanced over the long letter with a countenance 
full of impatienoe and pleasing anxiety, led Mr. 
Corny Ryan out of the room, and they both 
hurried down stairs. 

'' Something fresh in the wind," murmured 
Mr. Walton ; " confound them both ! they 
have spoiled me for the whole morning. I 
wish Mary would come in." 

Mary had been out since nine o'clock with 
Mrs. Bainton, and young Bainton, who was m 
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midshipman, on a visit to the Dock-yard. 
They had made an attempt to see Harding, 
but without effect, as he was at work in the 
interior of the " Royal Frederick," and the 
young midshipman did not know where to find 
him. After this, they went across to Gosport 
to see the great Biscuit Bakery. 

Besides the gratification of examining all the 
" works and wonders" of the place, Mary was 
influenced in these excursions by a feeling of 
restlessness, from which she had never been 
free since the conversation with Archer, when 
they agreed to the postponement of their mar- 
riage. It was not so much the postponement 
that troubled her, as a growing sense of un- 
easiness at the limited nature of their sympa- 
thies. Still she looked forward to her union 
with Archer as a happy event, and believed it 
was for their mutual happiness. Meantime, 
she had followed his example in finding some 
new occupations for her mind. Archer had set 
himself the interesting task of assisting Harding 
in his effort to educate himself; and Mary had 
taken to the study of chemistry and geology ; 
in addition to which, as she was to marry a poor 

VOL. I. u 
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poet, she thought it a sensible thing to learn to 
make her own dresses, or the greater part of 
them. Mary also felt the want of an agreeable 
companion of her own sex. Mrs. Bainton was 
heavily " serious," like her husband ; not near 
enough to Mary's age ; nor had she liberal 
principles, or any knowledge beyond local gossip 
and scandal. Mary had, therefore, written again 
to the Miss Lloyds, to press one or other of 
them to come and pay her a visit with as little 
delay as possible. 

This letter had been answered by the elder 
Miss Uoyd, who accepted the invitation, and 
was expected to arrive in a few days. The 
letter, among other interesting accounts of the 
neighbourhood, informed Mary that they had 
experienced a loss in the person of their friend, 
Rody Mac Mahon, who had suddenly decamped. 
He had quarrelled one day with David Williams's 
son — a heavy young fellow of two or three and 
twenty — on the subject of mutton, concerning 
which the ignorance of Rody and the arrogance 
of young Williams appear to have been equal. 
They had fought in a turnip field, where the 
quarrel first originated ; Rody was the victor > 
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but being in dread of the reception he should meet 
with at the farm, he had never returned. The 
last time he was seen was on the road to DoU 
gelly. The letter contained a postscript from 
Ellen Lloyd, who sent her kindest love to Mary, 
with some beautiful and fragrant leaves, and 
also a little message for Archer, wishing to 
know if the foxglove seed, and roots of wood- 
anemones she had given him, were safely lodged 
for the winter. 

Mary had taken charge of the foxglove seed, 
and had forgotten to sow it, and Archer's mind^ 
since his return, had been occupied with so 
many troublesome things, that he had never 
iaquired about it. The wood-anemones he had 
taken care of himself, and they were already 
safely domiciled in pots at his lodgings. It 
was too late for Mary to repair her omission, 
as they were now in the middle of November ; 
and, in truth, it was not the kind of thing to 
give her much uneasiness. She was, therefore, 
surprised when she told Archer, to see that 
he looked hurt at it. 

Mr. Walton had, as yet, been to see none of 
the " sights" of Porsmouth. His head was too 

u 2 
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ftill of his new plans for the building of Asso- 
ciated Homes. He indulged in the contem- 
plation pf all the practical details, till results 
grew out of them of a very elevated, ennobling, 
and also of a very profitable description. It 
was a novel and delightful thing to realize a 
large fortune by benevolent actions. Still, a 
man should not be too ambitious ; we should 
set bounds to our desires ; we should not aim 
at too much ; moderation is the secret of en- 
joyment. Mr. Walton's meditations were often 
made up of writing-copy maxims, though they 
dawned upon his mind like new truths to a 
philosopher. He thought of a motto for his 
carriage — ^the carriage he intended to hay«; 
and the first one that presented itself to his 
contemplation was " Nolo episcopari,^* 

Now, however, Mr. Walton determined that 
he really would go and look about him a little. 
He reproached himself bitterly for the hundredth 
time that he had not been to see Harding. He 
had not even sent a message to him, nor thought 
of a day for going to the Dock-yard. He 
resolved, however, that he would do something 
very shortly that would make full reparation. 
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Consequently, he did nothing now, — and his 
conscience was very much reUeved. 

In this easy state of mind — free, comfortable, 
sanguine, and not particular — Mr. Walton put 
on his hat, buttoned his coat, and began to 
draw on his gloves, to go out somewhere. 
While he was doing this. Archer entered with 
Mr. Carl Kohl, to inform him that there was to 
be a Lecture on Geology at the Mechanics' 
Institute that evening, and Archer wished to 
take Mary, and to invite Mr. Walton to accom- 
pany them, Mr. Walton at once agreed, adding 
that he had no doubt but his daughter would 
like to go, of all things, as she had just received 
several large books from Comerford's library, 
and the Literary and Philosophical Institution 
of Portsmouth, upon this very hard study. 

Evening arrived ; Mr, Walton hurried them 
all off much before the time; and the party 
proceeded to the Lecture Room. It was half 
full already ; three or four placards were pasted 
upon the walls, on the purport of which the 
audience were for the most part in discussion. 
The placards announced the sudden indisposition 
of Dr. Bowles, and that a Lecture on Mesmerism 
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would be substituted. The room contiQued ta 
fOL Nearly everybody grumbled aloud at the 
diange of lecture, and — ^Eoglishman like — re- 
mained ne>Trtheless. 

Within two rows of Mr. Walton's party they 
descried Harding, who was listening to the 
earnest conversation of a man at his side, ap- 
parently a shipwright dressed in his Sunday 
clothes. Archer and Mary were both about U> 
make signs of recognition to Harding, but Mr. 
Walton begged them to wait, as he had caught 
a few words of the speaker's voice, which 
greatly amused him. It was evidently nothing 
private. 

" Why so ?" demanded Harding. 

" Eh mon, its jeust a point o' conscience,,'* 
replied the other. 

" About what ?" 

" Ye ken that our shep, the * Royal Preederick/ 
is ca'ad aifter the name o' the deceest Deuk o* 
York. The timmer for her was cut oot an'stackit, 
and she was named in his life before the keel was 
laid doon. Aweel noo, the Deuk is deed aa' 
buried ; an' he deed sairly in debt ; an' naebodie 
has paid the debts of him. It is therefore na 
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gude that a moaral mon should asseest in reer- 
ing up an eedeefeece Kke this stately shep to the 
memory of sic a defaulter." 

" It may be a disgrace to his family," ob- 
served Harding, " but it is not a rap to us." 

" We are the beelders of a shep to honour 
his deecehonourable name." 

" No ; somebody else does that ; we only 
build it because we are paid as shipwrights." 

"Icanna reconceele it to my conscience. I 
maun soleecet to exchange into ane o' the com- 
panies that work in the * Leander.' " 

" You can do that, Sandy ; but as for your 
reason, it is not worth a shaving." 

" Eh Sirs ? the * Leander* is a fine piece o' 
workmanshep — the lairgest freegate in a' the 
Service. Feefly guns, an' twa thoosand tons 
burthen — equal to the auld seeventy-fours. An,' 
forbye, the ports for'ard are constructed upon a 
new preenciple, so as to fire richt a-heed or 
across her bows — twa shot, ane frae each side, 
would cross ilk ither at the deestance o' saxty 
faithoms. That's athegither a new principle, 
kd ! An', forbye, there are several leading men 
m her wha ken the cannie feegurin' o' the frac- 
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tions an' deecimals, an' may whfles gie a bodie 
a wee bit of asseestance." 

" Aha ! this is your point of oonscienoe. 
You wish to exchange into the * Leander* to get 
some help in arithmetic." 

"Aweel noo, John — the Deuk o' York's 
debts are no paid — an' 1 canna — as a moaral — 
an' a reJeegious mon — asseest to build ony eede- 
feece to honour his name." 

" Bravo !" ejaculated Mr. Walton, so loudly 
that all the audience in front of him turned 
round, and among them Harding. The party 
had only time to exchange nods and smiles of 
greeting — Mr. Walton shaking his hand to- 
wards him with most cordial gesticulations — 
when the Lecturer entered the room, and every- 
body called all the rest of the audience to order. 
This important personage advanced with a idow 
and formal pace ; ascended to the platform, and 
{facing himself behind the desk, looked with a 
vaguely courageous eye over the crowd of heads 
around him. 

The Lecturer was a se(kte, sallow gentlemafi,^ 
very tall and attenuated, all his clothes appearing 
too loose and roomy for the frame undemeaith. 
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He had a bird-like face — a long nose, and no 
chin ; and long, weak-looking arms, terminating 
in large bony fingers. It seemed as if all his 
strength had gone into his hands. 

The Lecturer commenced his discourse with 
the eaa'Best known history of Mesmerism, and 
then receded yet further back into its conjectural 
history, reaching to the time of Moses, whom 
he was disposed to regard as the first great 
practitioner of the sublime science. In this way 
the erudite Lecturer occupied three quarters of 
an hour; and it was endured by the audience 
with exemplary stolidity. He next proceeded to 
speculate upon the nat\u*e of the animal-magnetic 
fluid ; and here, even the most attentive of the 
listeners showed signs of disapproval. Mr. Carl 
Kohl, though unable to speak English, had 
studied it at the University in Germany, and 
could understand pretty well ; and he now shook 
his head. 

The audience was, as usual, miscellaneous : a 
few merchants and government oflBcers with 
their families ; many small tradesmen and shop- 
keepers ; and, in consequence of Harding^s ex- 
hortations, some score of shipwrights and other 
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aitizans. There were also a few merchant- 
captains and mates. Most of these latter — sea- 
faring and Dock-yard men — and indeed a great 
many among the rest of the audience, now began 
to utter audible murmurs, to the effect that they 
came expecting to hear Dr. Bowles lecture on 
Geology, and not Mr. Bamfield on Mesmerism. 

" Order" was frequently called. 

Thus admonished, the audience again became 
quiet, though watches were often pulled out, 
till the Lecturer at length taking the hint, deter- 
mined on administrating a series of curious 
anecdotes of the effects of Mesmerism, which he 
felt assured would redeem his lecture from any 
chance of being accounted heavy, and prove 
highly interesting both to the educated and 
" the vulgar." 

Nothing in this world of ticklish contingencies 
so damages the progress of a new science, or the 
recognition of newly-discovered powers, as the 
extravagance and folly of incompetent apostles 
and practitioners. 

The Lecturer before us, now related several 
miraculous cures, three of which he had himself 
performed. * The last was the case of a gentle- 
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man of Berlin who had lost his sight, being 
struck blind in a thunder-storm, though the 
organ itself did not appear injured externally. 
He had consulted all the first German oculists 
with no effect, and had also tried the water-cure, 
but all to no purpose. Eventually this gentle- 
man had been visited by himself — Mr. Bamfield 
— ^the humble individual who now stood before 
them. He had persevered with " passes" daily 
for the space of three weeks, without any effect, 
as he thought, and was about to give up the case 
as hopeless, when it was one day accidentally 
discovered by the patient's wife, that although 
he, Mr. Bamfield, had failed to restore the 
faculty of vision to the proper organ, yet such 
was the force of the magnetic fluid, and the 
volition he had sent through the patient, that it 
had carried all before it, and actually caused a 
transference of power, whereby the gentleman 
was enabled to read with his spinal cord. Any 
unknown book being opened anywhere, and 
placed opposite to the small of the patient's back 
— he read off a page like lightning !' 

The Lecturer paused. The room was 
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ominously silent, as if the people were draw- 
ing in their breath. He looked round triumph- 
antly. 

" Lord, what a lie !'* said a loud voice from 
one side of the room. It was Mr. Downs. 
The whole audience instantly exploded in a roar 
of laughter, mingled with half jocose cries oi 
" Shame !" " SUence !" " Order !" 

" Dass ist not un-possible !" cried Mr. Carl 
Kohl, standing up and hastOy adjusting his 
q)ectacles, in some excitement. ^'Der trans- 
ference of dee senses — oaf dee see sense, namely, 
more zan any ozer sense — ^is not un-possible. 
And dee twice sight — second sights you call him, 
mine gentle-mans, on princeeples magnetiques, 
is also perhaps then yet true." 

Another burst of laughter rewarded this 
luminous explanation and defence. 

" No witchcraft !"— " Pooh ! pooh !"— " We 
did not come to hear a lecture on Second 
Sight !" exclaimed several voices. Mr. Carl Kohl 
bowed, and sat down. 

The discomfited Lecturer, who had retreated 
a few paces, now cautiously returned to the desk, 
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and again endeavoured to obtain a heaiing. 
His miserable countenance caused some re-action 
in his favour. He b^an by relating another 
little anecdote — one of quite a different kind — 
showing the powers of the magnetic fluid. ' A 
very strong man had been unable to rise from a 
chair, merely by the magnetizer waving his 
hands over his head ; and the same strong man, 
on being allowed to rise, and told to stand firm, 
and upright, was compelled to sit down, in spite 
of all his efforts, merely by the same waving of 
the hands — thus! And this might be done 
with any number of men.' 

Up stood a man at this ! — then three more — 
then some fifteen stalwart shipwrights and sun- 
burnt sea-faring men ; —and all these confronted 
the Lecturer with faces red and convulsed with 
restrained merriment. 

" Gentle-mans !'* exclaimed Mr. Carl Kohl 
starting up — then stopping short, he said in a 
hurried and excited tone, " I pray you, my Sir — 
Mr. Archer — I begs it of you. It is not right 
zat we allow an infant science to be strangle, or 
.make a foal in her cradle, becose she haf a dis- 
astrous friend, zare !" (pointing to the Lectiurer) 
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" and a bad pokesman" (pointing to himself) 
" here !" 

Archer hesitated. He did not much relish 
the office. 

" I ! — I ! — a disastrous friend !" ejaculated the 
Lecturer, who was evidently getting wild with 
nervousness at the array of men with red faces, 
an standing up in front of him with an air of 
ludicrous defiance. He endeavoured to proceed, 
but his voice gurgled and died away, so that he 
only gave a gasp. 

" Poor fellow !" whispered Mary, pressing 
Archer's hand — " he is very foolish ; but do try 
and help him out of this painful position." 

Archer rose thoughtfully. 

" Order !" said Harding in a deep voice, and 
with an earnest face. 

"Allow me a few words, gentlemen," said 
Archer, "and let us not forget that ladies are 
present." [The noise gradually simmered 
down.] "I cannot think you right in acting 
thus in a room devoted to the acquirement of 
knowledge ; neither do I wish to defend every- 
thing that our friend the Lecturer has said. 
But perhaps we have all been rather hasty." 
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This was chiefly addressed to the men who 
were standing up to daunt and challenge the 
powers of magnetism. They all sat down 
quietly, subdued by Archer's pacificatory voice 
and quietude of manner. 

" In all ages of the word," continued Archer, 
" there have been wonders — miraculous things, 
which were as truly facts as the hardest rocks 
that are hewn for the temples and palaces — yet 
were as unaccountable to the ordinary learned 
men of the time, as to the ignorant. The con- 
sequence was, that the court magicians, the 
recognised wise men, the bigots, or those in 
power, threw such men as Roger Bacon and 
Galileo into prison — burned men at the stake — 
or hooted them out of their dwelling-places. 
In modem times the resistance to all new and 
important things is managed in a less violent way 
— by laughter chiefly, by denunciation, nick- 
names, contempt, or utter neglect. Yet the very 
same deriders will denounce those, who acted like 
themselves in former times, concerning things 
then incredible, but now proved beyond all 
doubt, and in common knowledge and practice. 
Let us be careful. We may do great wrong to 
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truth, without knowing it ! We may sometimes 
be too hasty in thinking ourselves wise; and 
too ready to deny the existence or good of a 
thing, merely because we do not understand it. 
Let us recollect how the inventors of steam- 
boats, and of gas-lamps, were treated — how 
laughed at, and ruined. Let us also observe 
the far greater wonders actually going on at this 
time by means of electricity. Look at the 
electric telegraph, terrestrial, and submarine, by 
which the whole globe will soon become a 
whispering gallery for all the nations that 
inhabit it. What is electricity ? Nobody 
knows. What is magnetism ? Nobody knows. 
It is said to be a fluid. It may be so. It may 
be a new sense — one that receives and transmits 
without the intervention of any known organ of 
contact — it may be the essence of all the senses 
— di spiritual intoxication. It cannot be non- 
sense, I think, because its eflfects (apart from all 
trick, folly, and imposture) are something 
wonderful. But what it is we know no more 
than what electricity is, although the effects of 
the latter are as palpable as they are miraculous. 
No one can say they are not so." 
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" I can !" said a voice. " They are not so !" 
but the speaker was silenced by a general cry of 
order. The Lecturer buttoned up his coat — 
then hastily unbuttoned it. 

" Nobody," proceeded Archer, " can truly 
say that electricity is not wonderful, because he 
may at any time go and see its effects, and feel 
the truth, too, by a succession of shocks at five 
miles' distance, or five hundred miles', if he 
pleases. But what this subtle fluid is, no one 
has any sort of conception." (Again the Lec- 
turer rapidly buttoned and unbuttoned his coat.) 
" We are surrounded by wonders," said Archer. 
" Why does a seed grow ? There is a seed— - 
the earth — the moisture — and the sun. The 
rest is all a mystery. Let us be cautious, then, 
how we attempt to crush any new principle of 
science or philosophy, which displays any signs 
of comprising some wonderful reality or truth, 
merely because the world knows nothing of the 
means by which these things are effected, — and . 
because none of those most learned in the 
world's best knowledge are able to inform us. 
Among these I of course include the discoverers 
and practitioners themselves, who may know no 
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more of the cause of the effects they produce 
than the most ignorant of us. We should give 
Nature fiur play, and let Man proceed. Chi the 
other hand, we should not rush forward too fiist» 
and heedless o( aU circumspection, — because, if 
animosity be for a long time disastrous to a new 
principle, sui injudicious suid unscrupulous advo- 
cate is fsr more so. But all the aUowanoes f<Nr 

sincere " 

The Lecturer could bear it no longer. ^* /, a 
disastrous friend ! — a heedless and unscrupulous 
advocate!" exclaimed he. *'Do you mean to 
say, Sir, that I am myself ignorant of what I 
have so long given up my life to study and 
comprehaid in all its noble relations? — ^that I am 
one of those sincere and foolish practitioners who 
do injury to a great cause ? — I, who have fought 
the battle of the mighty Mesmer, and been the 
apostle of his fluid these seven years and a half^ 
through good report and evil report, through 
golden streams of fame, and through the bitter- 
est and most brackish floods of storm, and have 
put down — put down, I say, and kept down — 
with a waive of my hand, crowds of antagonists 
far more respectable and formidable than the 
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crew of bnital shipwrights, and caulkers, and 
riggers, who just now stood up to defy me !" 

As the Lecturer, now perfectly breathless, 
gasped out these last words, he seemed quite 
carried beyond all self-government, and shook 
his open hands wildly over the heads of the 
audience in front of the desk, as if to cast some 
magnetic spell upon them. He probably did 
not intend this in his mind, but he certainly did 
intend it in sensation. At all events, the action 
presented exactly this appearance. In a moment 
three glazed hats whirled through the air at him. 
One, which was flung by a shipwright with his 
left hand, the right being pressed down in the 
crowd, spun off sideways, and hit the Aill-length 
portrait of William the Fourth (dressed like a 
naval officer); the other two flew straight at the 
Lectiu-er's head, and the hard rim of one of 
them struck him exactly upon the bridge of the 
nose. The nose was large and soft, and re* 
ponded as such organs are accustomed to do 
upon these painful occasions : it streamed over 
a white neckdoth all down a long white waist- 
coat. The Lectiu-er stood as if paralysed, 
presenting the appearance of a penguin who has 
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received a shot in the head, and stands up with 
drooping wings, forlorn and motionless upon 
a point of rock for a moment, before he falls 
into the sea. 

With a simultaneous motion, Archer and 
Harding sprang forward to the assistance of the 
poor Lecturer, followed immediately by Carl 
Kohl. Two or three men were rolled over in 
their passage, and a lamp was broken ; while a 
friend and disciple of the Lecturer's, having 
possessed himself of two of the glazed hats, 
called loudly for the police, in order to identify 
the owners. A general tumult and scramble 
ensued. Harding and Archer, with their coat- 
sleeves torn in shreds, leaving Carl Kohl 
struggling underneath the lecture-desk, which 
had been upset, hurried off the Lecturer, whose 
coat-tails were torn off close " to the quick," and 
his nether habiliments indescribably rent behind, 
after the fashion originated by a certain dis- 
orderly and light-headed individual celebrated 
by schoolboys under the cognomen of Gideon 
Grout. They bore him safely to the side of Mr. 
Walton, and they then endeavoured to make a 
passage out for the whole of their party. In 
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their efforts Archer was thrown down between 
two oak forms ; Harding instantly left the poor 
Lecturer, and rushed to Archer's assistance. 
Then Mary, together with two other ladies who 
had screamed to them for protection, were 
pressed dose against the wall, and Archer and 
Harding struggled to their rescue. Then Mr. 
Walton had one arm jammed between two men's 
shoulders, and Carl Kohl arrived just in time to 
help him ; then Harding floundered down, 
dragging two or three opponents with him ; and 
this brought Sandy Morrison to his side — who, 
having lost one shoe, fought like a fury ; and 
finaUy, as they afl emerged panting and wUd 
with heat into the cool November air outside the 
doors, the discomfited Lecturer was carried 
safely out after them in the relenting arms of 
John Downs. 
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appbbbbn8i0n8 of thb kbw building-firm mk. 

Walton's cbanob of bbsidbncb — bb bn-oaoxs 
bardikg to build a boat fob bim — abbivax of 

MI88 LLOYD — FBATT's BUN-8B0P MB. SHOBT^B- 

80LIL0QUY ON T^B IBI8B FI8BBRIB8 — MB. WALTON 
ADVISBA BABDING ON 8BLF-BDUCATI0N. 



Mr. Short and Mr. Bainton called on Ml*. 
Walton the morning after the lecture, to in- 
quire, as they said, if he and Miss Walton had 
been hurt in the disgraceftd scene which had 
occurred. They themselves were not present ; 
but it was the talk of the whole town. In 
every account they had heard, the name of Mr. 
Carl Kohl was conspicuous, not so much on 
account of his extraordinary '^ English '' as for 
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his advocacy of the faculty of " second sight," 
and his enthusiasm for the re-introduction of 
the black art. They all agreed that it was 
truly an alannins' sort of thins: to be associated 
in Ly w, ^ a u^ »ho'wa, the ..owed 
friend and champion of witches that had been 
burned at the stake, and who publicly professed 
to believe and to have seen impossibilities. As 
for the address made by Archer to the audience, 
it was not much better; but then he was 
known to be a dreamer and an enthusiast, and 
what else could be expected of a man who wrote 
poetry? Moreover, he was not one of the 
new building-firm. But what could be said of 
an architect, and one about to engage in a 
totally new sort of project, in which they would 
need all the friends they could possibly have, 
and ought to give no handle for enemies or 
scoffers — what would be said of an architect 
of the buildings for Assodated Homes, who 
could assert that there were organs of vision in 
the spinal marrow ? It was a thing not to be 
risked ; and they all agreed that Mr. Carl KoU 
should be no architect of theirs, and that this 
determination should be communicated to him 
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in a delicate way by Mr. Walton, at the earliest 
opportunity. At the same time, they were 
anxious to offer him their assistance in any 
other course to which he might apply his talents. 

Mr. Carl Kohl duly received the intelligence 
of the " suspended operations " of the new firm, 
" in consequence of certain errors in calculation 
they had made," and offered no further observa- 
tion than by a philosophic lift of the shoulders. 
As for any assistance in other lines, he expressed 
himself much obliged and grateful, but said, 
that he believed he could manage pretty weU 
without help, as he was rapidly improving in 
his knowledge of the English language — a fact 
which no one but himself had yet discovered. 
He treated the whole matter with perfect ease 
and good temper, and even accompanied Mr. 
Walton in a walk to Southsea to look at a 
furnished cottage which Mr. Walton had re- 
solved to take for the winter. 

This cottage Mr. Walton moved into, a few 
days after. It was near the sea, and the 
thought suddenly struck him that an occasional 
sail in his own boat would be an agreeable 
pastime for an hour when the weather was 
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uncommonly fine ; and that, if he engaged 
Harding to build the boat, it would be a nice 
opportunity for making him some small return 
for the great services he had rendered them 
during the shipwreck in Wales. Mr. Walton 
accordingly sent a friendly message to Harding, 
requesting to see him at luncheon next morn- 
ing during the Dock-yard dinner-time. 

Mr. Walton liked his new residence very 
much. It was a handsome and commodious 
cottage, well fiu-nished, and with a good look- 
out towards the sea. He passed a very pleasant 
hoiu* with Harding, who arrived at the time 
specified ; and after a little preliminary con- 
versation on Canada, the shipwreck, and their 
visit, their whole talk was of boat-bmlding, 
rowing, and saiUng, concerning which things 
Mr. Walton said he spoke with great diffidence, 
as his studies had never led him much in those 
directions. He also consulted Harding upon 
the best method of fixing a large brass telescope 
to the window-sash, or sill — or inside the 
window, and to turn upon a pedestal screwed 
to the floor. He was aware that the telescope 
was very large — ^nearly twice as large as Mr. 
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Carl Kohl had advised ; and Archer had asked 
him only this morning if he intended to shoot 
the moon; but these very clever gentlemen, 
who knew everything, were often very odd in 
their fancies, and were not fit to decide upon 
the tastes of other people. A large brass tele- 
scope gave an air of style to a small cottage 
fironting the sea ; and, besides enabling any one 
who took an interest in mercantile transactions 
to observe the coming and going of ships at a 
distance, a gentleman could also watch his own 
boat dancing upon the waves, or riding at 
anchor. Harding was excessively amused with 
all this, and did not attempt to suppress his 
smiles. In the end, Harding agreed to build 
the boat, and Mr. Walton clapped him upon 
the shoulder, and called him a fine fellow. 

That same evening the elder Miss Lloyd 
arrived, and was received with great pleasure by 
them all. She brought no fi*esh news fix)m 
Wales, except that her sister Ellen had been 
very mudi out of health latdy ; Ellen had, 
however, sent Mary and Archer several little 
presents — sketches of scenery — a prayer fix)m 
Groethei which she had set to music — and some 
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little articles of dress^ which she requested 
Mary to wear on her wedding-day. 

Mary was but too glad to have a com- 
panion like Miss Lloyd, to whom she at once 
communicated the postponement of her marriag6» 
laying it chiefly to the account of the difficult 
position they were placed in, from the adverse 
feeling of their relatives on both sides ; but 
touching only slightly upon such discrepancies 
as existed between Archer and herself, in matters 
of private feeling, and differences of opinions and 
tastes in certain things. 

Miss Lloyd having inquired v^ kindly after 
Harding, a party was fixed for the next day to 
go to the Dock-yard. This party was increased 
by the proposal of several of theii" friends to 
accompany them, including Mt*. Carl Kohl, Who 
had contrived to obtain the permission requisite 
for foreigners. It was composed of Mary and 
Miss Lloyd, Archer, Mr. Walton> Mr. and Mrs. 
Bainton, Mr. Caii Kohl, Mr. Short, and Mr. 
John Downs. They went accordingly ; visited 
the * Royal Frederick,' where Harding was at 
work, and were taken by him all over tiie main 
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deck — the only deck laid down upon the beams' 
at this time. 

*' Fine, stout, faunous, matchless, wooden 
walls of Young England !" exclaimed Mr. 
Walton. *^ Who says our maritime glory is 
upon the decline, unless he means that such 
glories as these are upon an inclined plane— eh 
Bainton ! — ^ready to slide down into the wata*. 
Here's a ship ! How many guns do you say, 
Harding r 

** A hundred and ten." 

" And tonnage ?" 

" Three thousand and ninety-nine tons." 

** Sir William Symonds the builder, did you 
say — ^the inventor of the top-heavy — what do 
you call it ?" 

" Peg-top keel." 

" Here's beams and bulwarks of the nation !" 
proceeded Mr. Walton ; *' here's a deck ! 
(stamping about upon it) ; here's a floor, 
where elephants might dance to the roar of 
lions ! What weight of metal — ^what guns will 
she carry upon this deck — ^forty-eight pound 
carronades, as of old, I suppose ?" 
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" We have not heard/' said Harding, " but 
carronades have been disapproved by naval 
officers for years past. As for the guns on this 
deck, they will be long sixty-eights, I have not 
the least doubt." 

" I very much doubt it !" remarked Mr. 
Downs. " Why do you say she will have 
long sixty-eight pounders, if you don't know 
the fact r 

" Because," rephed Harding, pointing down- 
wards, " the deck of such a ship as this is usually 
four inches thick, and of fir ; whereas this deck 
is four inches and a half, and of Dantzic oak. 
Therefore it is intended for very heavy metal." 

" Did you measure it ? How the devil do 
you know all this to half an inch ?" 

" I laid the greater part of the deck down 
myself." 

" Did you ? I didn't see you. Ahem 1 
You're a capital fellow, Harding. You gave me 
a black eye with your elbow at the lecture-room 
the other night." 

The party left Harding in considerable glee 
at this encounter with Mr. Downs, and then 
went to visit some of the machinery works. 
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When the Dock-yard dinner beB rang, the party 
adjourned to " Pratt's/' in order to get a little 
refreshment. 

Pratfs shop in Portsea is famous for hot pluin 
buns, at limch-tide, the largest of the class ev^- 
made for a penny. Independent of these buns, 
the visitor can regale himself with any kind of 
groceries, " cakes and ale," or stronger cordials 
if he feds disposed. Here the party we have 
previously named now assembled ; and pre- 
sently there were {daced in a row three tumblers 
of water, with three hot plum buns ; one tum- 
bler of sh^ry and water, with a slice of plum 
cake ; two captains' biscuits, with nothing " to 
moisten them ;" a raspberry tart and a glass of 
usquebaugh; a pint of port wine with plxim 
cake ; and a tumbler of hot rum and water, with 
a square of gingerbread — all of which the 
reader will probably find no difficulty in dis- 
tributing to the respective parties. 

Archer and Carl Kohl listened to Mr. Bain- 
ton's elucidation of the last improvement in one 
of the most complicated of the engines they had 
been examining ; Mr. Downs took Mrs. Sainton 
asidci and endeavoured to show her that her 
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husband was totally mistaken in his ideas — 
most of them ; while Mr. Short engaged the 
ear of all the rest of the party with a long tirade 
against the Irish fisheries, as they were at pre^ 
sent mismanaged, or neglected, — the whole of 
which discourse he particularly addressed to 
Mary, as if he were anxious to impress her with 
the importance of the subject more than anybody 
else, — and, to say the truth, his attentions to 
her were of a rather marked kind, at times, 
when Archer's back happened to be turned. 

It has been said that Mr. Short was very 
talkative, if not eloquent, in Pratt s bun-shop 
this morning. Whether he had talked himsdf 
into a more sanguine state of mind than usual on 
the subject of a new scheme which he had been 
digesting for some time, or that he had taken a 
little more of his favourite old port than usual, 
certain it is, that when he was half undressed 
that night, he sat in his dressing-gown and 
slippers upon the edge of his bed, opposite the 
fire, in which he always indulged during the 
winter months, and thus soliloquised : 

" Yes — there is more prosperous virtue in 
fish than in bricks and mortar. Associated 
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Homes for the middle-classes is a good specu- 
lation — I think it is — if the time is ripe for 
such things, and that there are also enough 
people now ready, willing, competent, and 
resolved to begin. *Ah, there's the rub/ as 
Macbeth says, or, at least, Shakspere. I don't 
feel quite safe in this venture. At any rate we 
must wait a little. How my ancles ache with 
walking about on those Dock-yard stones ! — ^and 
my left boot put me in an agony once or twice 
this morning. 

" To commence oiu* operations by using the 
designs of a half-mad German architect, who 
believes in magic, and cannot speak six words 
of English, will never do. But a fishery on the 
coast of Ireland somewhere — tJiat indeed, if well 
established, and well conducted, would be a rare 
spec ! I must try and move Walton and Bain- 
ton to join me in this. I have got a chilblain, 
too, I find — duds ! how it stings ! — I think they 
will. Perhaps I may even persuade them to 
take a trip over to Dublin with me. What a 
fine woman that Mary Walton is ! — fine person, 
shapely and complete — ^handsome face, in- 
structed mind ; has some wild radical notions 
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about the improvement of things, and popular 
progress — but unmarried women must" have 
something to think about. All put into her 
head by that pale, briefless-barrister-looking 
Archer. Don't think she cares very much for 
him. I fancied she looked several times at my 
new waistcoat and diamond shirt pin. 

" If I can persuade these men, now — and 
Sainton I can see, is already taking it quite into 
his mind — and if we can succeed only on one 
fishing-coast, I shall lose no time in establishing 
the very same thing on two or three other 
coasts, and thus obtain a monopoly. First, we 
will begin with the Wexford and Waterford 
coasts — pick out a nice place — and there are 
several, if the letter of Dennis Kelly's widow is 
worth anything. Then, the letters I have 
received this morning as to the coast of Clare, 
show that very much is to be done there — not 
close in shore, where the Paddies fish, but two 
or three and twenty miles out, in the deep sea 
fisheries — the south-western banks, which the 
Paddies seldom dare venture out to, in their 
poor, patched bean-shells of canoes. There we 
shall net 'em! — cod, haddock, whiting, ling, 
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mackerel, herrings, pollock, plaice, turbot — ^ha ! 
gurnet, green and red, — bream, mullet, salmon, 
with loads of crabs and lobsters ! My left boot 
must be eased over the little toe — I'm d — d if 
I can bear it ! 

" But we will be careful and gradual — wise as 
— not timid though — as Cato — skait O ! I 
have taken a glass too much this evening, I 
begin to think. My head and ears bum, and 
my tongue is dry and furry. A vile cigar, that. 
I must tell old Walton all about my new scheme, 
without loss of time. It is now well matured in 
my mind. Sainton will certainly come into it. I 
shall easily persuade Walton to join us ; he and 
I shall make money together — often dine 
together — we shall talk over old times, and I 
shall not recollect any of those things whidi 
dhow that I am nearly fifty-two — ^we shaU soon 
be inseparable— I shall turn him round my 
fing^, and perhaps marry his daughter. Who 
knows ? " 

In the evening, after the Waltons had re- 
turned home, Harding came to the cottage at 
IBouthsea to begin the fitting up of a little 
jdiaise-house into a boat-house, as Mr. Walton 
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wished his boat to be built under his own 
" roof," that he might see it from day to day 
" growing under his own eye." When Harding 
arrived, however, Mr. Walton took him aside, 
rather mysteriously, into another room. 

" I am aware, Harding," said he, ** of the 
general tenor of the advice that our friend 
Archer has been giving you on the subject of 
self-education. He has spoken of it to my 
daughter once or twice while I was reading the 
newspaper. I am much interested in you — as 
indeed I ought to be — and I have something to 
say about all this. Mr. Archer is, no doubt, a 
highly-informed man — superior sort of mind, 
and varied talents — ^writes poetry, and all that, 
and therefore, very naturally, recommends you 
to read it. But he has no knowledge of the 
practical business of Hie world, and what kind 
of information would be most serviceable to 
you in your station of life. He no doubt 
recommended you to read Shakspeare and Mr. 
Pope, and to have a touch at Milton on 
Sundays. Stuff! — I don*t mean to say that 
those writers are * stuff.' — God forbid — very 
yood stuff of course they are, in their way — 
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but that they are all nonsense and no use for 
yoUy my boy. Mr. Archer has also, I know, 
confused you very much on the subject of 
history — trying to prove to you that the French 
Revolution was conducted through all its stages 
by very respectable men, whose enthusiasm 
carried them a little too far sometimes, and that 
Buonaparte was an angel in disguise. Wat 
Tyler too— of course he told you that Tyler was 
a very intelligent, disinterested, patriotic black- 
smith, a model for all modem working-men to 
form themselves by ; and that our History of 
England was full of lies concerning all these 
good Tylers, and Jack Straws, and Jack Cades, 
and Old Nolls. Some lies, no doubt, have been 
told about all these men, and the events that 
surroimded them — but so have lies been told 
about you and me, sometimes — and who the 
deuce can help that? No— read your Bible 
and Psalter — ^read some History of England, and 
Lindley Murray's * English Grammar' — ^read the 
* Builder' — avoid politics — study the four first 
rules of arithmetic, simple and compound — you 
write a good bold roimdhand ; learn also to write 
a good running hand. When you marry, read 
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Cobbett's * Cottage Economy/ and * Cottage 
Gardener/ if you have a garden ; and when you 
want a little recreation in the book way, read 
Dibdin's Songs, the 'Little Warbler,' 'Joe 
Miller ' — or, if you want to get up a choice bit 
of elegant reading to make a show with, on 
great occasions, take a page or so of ' Hervey's 
Meditations,' and the ' Enfield Speaker.' " 

Harding thanked Mr. Walton for his advice, 
with as good a grace as he could, though with 
difficulty maintaining his gravity ; and when Mr. 
Walton pressed his hand in a fatherly manner 
and took leave of him for the night, that 
worthy gentleman felt as if he had done 
Harding a signal service which would last him 
to the end of his days. But when he re-entered 
the room he had left, and saw Archer talking to 
his daughter, so innocent of all knowledge of the 
mischief he had been doing to many of his fine 
theories, Mr. Walton's conscience pricked him 
lest he should have been acting rather treach- 
erously; he therefore relieved his breast by 
telling Archer what he had done. To his 
amazement, Archer said, "Oh, never mind!'* 
— as if it were of no consequence. " Oh, never 
mind!" 
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Archer might well say this, feeling it was 
indeed of little moment now. He knew what 
Harding was about. They met constantly, and 
he saw with deep satisfaction the struggle this 
manly mind was making to repair the loss of 
time by the arduous work of self-education. 
He knew that while others of his class slept, 
the solitary candle — oft had he stood and 
watched it fix>m the dusky street — glimmered 
from Harding's window; and sometimes till the 
sun began to cast his coming gleam upon the 
glass, the lonely figure remained bent dose 
over his page, working at the structure of his 
mind as hard as ever his hands had worked in 
laying beam upon beam in the structure of a 
ship. The few books Archer had given him 
at first had lighted the true spark — that spark 
which so rapidly spreads over the whole being. 
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